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ERE is perhaps no 
drama, which has receiy- 
ed ſo many alteration 


Wg. of: 7. be — ll 


paid particularattention to notice every "Y 
5” omiſſion, as well as every 4 
| variation, made at the 9 
| the genuine words of 'our A . 

with the new improvements. 
In The Rival Queens ſo many are the 1 
alterations, that we found it impracti ?:. 
cable to purſue our general plan, wit nn 


out rynning the greateſt hazard of 1 
throwing the whole into confuſion : 17 roy 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


according to the lateſt improvements,” 


which are allowed to have made this 
Tragedy exceedingly more valuable. 


The original Play may at any time 
be purchaſed at a ſmall: price, which 
is not the caſe with the modern one. 
We have therefore choſen to give the 
whole as it is now preſented at the 
Theatres, not doubting but we ſhall 
ſtand excuſed for this ſingle deviation 
from our general plan, ſince we have 


thereby been enabled, in this inſtance, 


to make a valuable addition to the 


ENGLISH ane ann 
5 0059 


werhad therefore two objects before" 
us, of which we could chooſe but one: 
either to print as the Author wrote, or 


* 


045] 


ffs ag, We Pres af 
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Mr. 2 E E, on his Alexander: 


IH E bla mY common anne 60070 r 0 

Before your play my name ſhou'd not appear; 
For *twill be thought, and with ſome colour too, 
J pay the bribe I firſt receiv*d from you: 
LAs at mutual vouchers for our fame we rag; # 

wy the game into each other's hand; 
as cheap pen'orths to ourſelves afford, 
As Beſſie, and the brothers of the ſword. 
Such libels private men may well endure, 
When ſtates and kings themfelves are not ſecare 3: 
For ill men, . conſcious of their inward guilt, 
Think the beſt actions on by-ends are built. 
And yet my filence had not ſcap'd their ſpite, . 
Then envy had not fuffer*d me to write; 5 
For, ſince I cou'd not ignorance pretend, 
Such merit I muſt envy or commend. 
So many candidates there ſtand for wit, 
A place in court.is ſcarce ſo hard to get; 
In vain they Croud each other at the door, 
For ev'n reverſions are all begg'd before: 
Deſert, how known ſoe' er, is long delay'd ; 
And then, too, fools and knaves are better. pay d. 
Yet, as ſome actions bear ſo great a name, 
That courts themſelves are juſt, for fear of ſhame ; 
So has the mighty merit of your play 
Extorted praiſe, and fore'd itſelf a way. 
*Tis here, as *tis at ſea; who fartheſt goes, 
er dares the . make all the reſt his foes ; 
3 


161 


5 Jet when ſome virtue much outgrows the ret, 
| * It ſhoots too faſt, and high to be expreſt ; * 
0 As his heroic worth ſtruck envy dumb, * 
: Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the boom 
| | Suach praiſe is yours, while you the paſſions move, 


| That *tis no longer feign'd, tis real love; 

| W hbore Nature triumphs over wretched Art; ; 

[i We only warm the head, but you the heart, 

| 8 Always you warm: and if the rifing year, 

"7 BEL As in hot regions, bring the ſun too near, 
*Tis but to make your fragrant een blow, 
Which in our cooler climates will not grow: 
Wick only think you animate your theme 
With too much fire, who are themſelves all phlegm 2 

| * Prizes wou'd be for lags of ſloweſt pace, 

iN Were cripples made 5 judges of the race. 

li Deſpiſe hole drones, who priſe while they accuſe 

5 The tdo much vigour of your youthful muſe, _ 

I ö That humble ſtile which th 7 their virtue make 

1 ; Is in your pow'r; you need but ſtoop and take. 

i Your beauteous 1 images mult be allow'd 

| By,all, but ſome vile poets of the crowd. 

But how ſhou'd any ſign-poſt dauber know 

The worth of Titian, or of Angelo?  _ 6 

Hard features every bungler can command; 5 8. 


To draw true beauty ſhews a maſter's hand. 
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OW bard the fate is of the ſcribbling drudge, 
Who eurites to all when yet fo few can judgel _ 
F Wit, like Religion, once divine was thought, 5 N 
. And the dull troud believ'd as they were taught, þ 
Now each fanatick fool preſumes : explain 8 Ds 5 
; The text, and does the ſacred writ profane : l „ 88 


For, awhile your wits each other's fall purſue, 
| The fops aſurp the poxver belongs to you. a 
You think y' are challeng*d in each New Play-bill, * 
. And bere you came for trial of your til). 
| Where, fencer like, you one another burt, 
While with your wounds_you make the rabble ſports 
: Others there are that bave the brutal wil Te F. 
ot > LH To murder a poor play, but want the ſkill, - _ a 
m They love to fight, but ſeldom baue the wit 
= To ſpy the place where they may thruſt and bit | 
Aud therefore, like ſame bully of the town, EE. 
. Ne er. fland to draw, but knock"the poet dotun. 
With theſe, like hogs in gardens, it ſucceeds, 
They root up all, and know not flow'rs from weeds, 
As for you, ſparks, that hither come each day, 5 
To adi your own, and not to mind our play, „ 
' Rebearſe your uſual follies to the pit, 
And with loud nonſenſe drown the ftage's wit; 
Talk of your cloaths, your laſt debauches tell, 
And witty bargains to each other ſell; 
25 Glout on the ſilly ſhe, who, for your ſake, 
* Can vanity and noiſe for love miſtake 
* Till the Coguette ſung in the next lampoon 
3.4 | Is by ber jealous friends ſent out of toron. 
2 For, in this duelling, intriguing age, 
The love you make is like the war you wage, 
Te're flill prevented &er you come t ingage. | -\ 2 
But tis not to ſuch trifling foes as you, | 
>The mighty Alexander deigns to u, 
T. Perſians of the pit he does deſpiſe, 
But to the man of ſenſe for aid be flies 3 Th 
On their experienc'd arms be now depends, 5 
Nor fears be «dds, jf they but prove bis e l 
For as be once à little handful choſe, _. 8 
The numerous armies of the world oppoſes 
So, back'd by you, wpho underſtand the rules, 
He bopes to rout the mighty hoſt of fools, 
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ALEXANDER THE GREA A 
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$:C ENE. The Gardens of Semirambs.. 
Enter Hepheſtion and Lyimachus lau., 


Ciytus parting thems.. e 85 
. WIN are you madmen ? this a time: + fat ; 


quarrel?: 
Put up I ſay—Or, by the gods that form'd me. , 
He who refuſes makes a foe of ds 5 
Lyſ. I have his ſword. | 
Cht. But muſt not have his life. | 
bo Muſt not! old Chu? ; ; 
Chyt. Hair-brain'd boy, you muſt. not. . 
Heph. Lend me thy ſword, thou father of han TI 
Thou far-fam'd guard of Alexander? s life: 
Curſe on this weak unexecuting arm! PI 
Lend it, old Clytus,: to redeem m fame; 8 
Ly/imachus is brave, and elſe will ſcorn me. 
Ey/. There, take thy ſword ; and, ſince thou'rt bent: 
on death, 
Know, *tis thy glory that thou dy'd by .1 me. 
Chyt. Stay thee, Eyfimachus; Hepheſtions- wh 8 ; 
I bar you both; my body interpos'd. 
Now let me ſee which of you dares to Arik ke. | 
By Jae you've ſtirr'd the old man chat b #, 


y 4 


3.4 


* f i » 
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That firſt advances, moves apainſt the gods 


Whya vain, in, whining, coz' ning woman. 


The whole ſex is not worth a ſoldier's thought. 
But know, a leſs has ſet the world i in arms. 


Curſe on the ſex, they are the bane of virtue! 85 
Death ! I'd rather this right arm were loſt, 


And our great king, whoſe deputy I ſtand. 

E/. Some porn time muſtterminate our quarrel, 

 Hepb. 0e cure the 8 wounds my honour 

ears. 
cht. Some prop'rer time ! tis falſe——no hour is 
proper; x 

No time ſhould ſee a brave man do amiſs. = 
Say, what's the noble cauſe of all this madneſs * 
What vaſt ambition blows the dangerous: fire ? 


By all my triumphs ! in the heat of youth, 

When towns were ſack'd, and beauties proftrate lay, 
When my blood boil'd, and nature work'd me high, 
Clytus ne er bow?d his body to ſuch ſhame; _. 

I knew 'em, and deſpis*d their cobweb arts. 


nI i Jl 


Ly. Our cauſe of quarrel-may to thee ſeem light; 3 
Cht. Ves, Troy they tell us by a woman fell; 


Than that the king ſhould hear of your im prudence 
What! on a day thus ſet apart for triumph! 
Ly/. We were indeed to blame. 
Chi. The memorable day 
When our hot maſter, whoſe impatient foul 
Outrides the ſun, and fighs for other 1 83 
To ſpread his conqueſts, and diffuſe his glory); 
Now bids the trumpet for a while be filent, 
And plays with monarchs, whom he us'd to drive; 
Shall we by broils awake him into rage, 
And rouze the lion, that has ceas'd to roar? 
Ly/. Chtes thou'rt right—pat up thy ſword _—_— 
": O00 | 
Had paſſion not eclip sd the light of reaſon, 
* d we might this confequence have ſeen. 
«ph. Why has not reafon power to conquer love? 
Why a are we thus enſlav'd ! 
[of ht. Becauſe unman'd ; 


| Becguſe| 


« * * 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. . 
Becauſe ye follow Alexander's ſteps. i | 9 
Heavn's! ! that a face ſhould thus bewitch his ſoul, 1 W 

And ruin all that's great and godlike in it. | es 
rrel. Talk be my bane, yet the old man muſt talk; 


nour Not ſo he lov'd when wa | | 
| 


— 


; And join'd in mighty combat with Darius, | 
ur is Whom from his chariot flaming all with gems, . a 
8 Yo e hurl'd to earth, and catch'd th' imperial crown, J 
fs was not the ſhaft of love perform'd that feat; | 995 0 
He knew no Cupids then. Now mark the change! | | 
__ [A brace of rival queens embroil the court; | 3 
And, while each hand is thus employ d 1 in beauty.” 5 
Where has he room for glory ? 
lay, Hepb. In his heart. | 
zh, Chi.. Well ſaid, young minion !—T indeed forgot” | 
| To whom I ſpoke—but Sy/fgambi: comes. q 
Now is your time, for with — comes an idol : 
That claims your homage—T'll attend the king. | i 
Enter Syſigambis, with a letter, and Paridatis. "I 4 
Sy/. * will you wound me with your OR com- | 
plaints, . 
| And urge a ſuit that I can never grant? 5 0 
— You know, my child, 'tis Alexander's will ; "22D 1 
Here, he demands you for his lov'd He 4. 3 
To alobey him might enflame his wrat | 

N And plunge our houſe in ruins yet unknown. 
Par. To ſooth this god, and charm him into temper, 
: To hare no victim, none but Pariſatir? ?: N 
; uſt I be doom'd to wretchedneſs and woe, ; — 9 
That others may enjoy the conqu”ror's ſmiles? Cl 
$1 Oh! if you ever lov? 4 my royal father 5 
And ſure you did, your othing tears proclaim 1— | | i 
If Rill his + name be > Tone, Vinh pity on me 4 . 
he/- 8 He would not thus have forc'd me to deſpair ; 3 1 ä 15 

Indeed he would not.— Had I begg'd him thus, j 

He would have heard me, e'er SE kogrt was broke. | P 
* 


5 S/ When will my ſufferings end! O when ret 
ve? For fixty rolling years, my foul has ſtood 
The 2 vici tudes of fate unmov'd ; *. 


thought 


zuſe 
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Who thus preſumes to plead the cauſe of love. 


To ſerve the princeſs, and let love decide. 


Therefore, I begg'd your majeſty's aſſiſtanee; 


Let 'em ſtand neuter—'tis all Taſk. 


 Beeame himſelf an humble ſuppliant for him. 


— 


T thought *em your decrees, and therefore yielded, 

But this laſt trial, as it ſprings from folly, 

Exceeds my ſuff' rance, and I muſt complain. 
Ly. When Sy/igambis mourns, no common wee 

Can be the cauſe—'tis miſery indeed, 

Vet pardon, mighty queen, a wretched prince, 


Beyond my life, beyond the world [Keeling] I prize 
Fair Pari/atiz5—Hear me, I conjure you! 5 
As you have authoriz'd Hepheſtion's vows, 
Reje& not mine - grant me but equal leave : 
Heph. A bleſſing like the beauteous Par:/atis 
Whole years of ſervice, and the world's wide empire, 
With all the blood that circles in oar veins 
Can never merit; therefore in my favour _ 
I begg'd the king to interpoſe his int'reſt; 


Your word is paſt, and all my hopes reſt on' t. 
/. [Rifing. ] Periſh ſuch hopes! for love's a gen! 
rous paſhon 55 
Which ſeeks the happineſs of her we love, 
Beyond th? enjoyment of our own deſires, 
Nor kings nor parents here have ought to do. 
Love owas no influence, and diſdains controul 3. 


Heph. Such arrogance did Alexander woo, 
Would loſe him all the conqueſts he has won. 

Ly. To talk of conqueſts well becomes the man, 
Whore life and ſword are but his rival's gift. 

Sy/. It grieves me, brave Ly/rmachus, to find 
My power fall ſhort of my deſires to ſerve you; 
Fou know Hepbeftion.firſt declar'd his love, 
And 'tis as true, I promiſed him my aid. 
Your-glorious king, his mighty advocate, 


P 
* 


Forget her, prince, and triumph o'er your paſſion: 

A conqueſt worthy of a ſoul like thine. | 
/. Forget her ! madam : ſooner ſhall the ſan 

Forget to ſhine, and tumble from his ſphere. 


riat 


Therefore he bids us boldly ſtrilce, 


How am I flow "Or if I rode on Monger; 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 13 
Farewell, great queen—my honour now demands 
That Alarander ſnould himſelf explain 5 „ 


That wond'rous merit which exalts his fav'rite, 


And caſts Lyfimachus at ſuch a diſtance. | 
[ Exit Lyſimachus us. 
Dy. In this wild tranſport of ungovern'd paſſion 


Too far I fear he will incenſe the king. 


Is Alexander yet, my lord, arrived? 
Heph, Madam, I know not, but age comes,. 


He may perhaps inform us, 


Sy. I would ſhun him. 
Something there is, I know not why, that ſhocks me, 
Something my nature ſhrinks at, when I ſee him. 

E 
Enter Caſſander. - 

Caf. The face of day now bluſhes ſcarlet deep: 
Now blackens into night. * The low'ring ſun, 
As if the dreadful bufineſs he foreknew, 


Drives heavily his ſable chariot on. 


— 


How fierce it lightens ! how it thunders round me r 


All nature ſeems alarm'd for Alexander, 
Why be it ſo, Her pangs proclaim my eriumpk. 


My ſoul's firſt wiſhes are to ſtartle fate, 


And ſtrike amazement thro' the hoſt of Heav'n. 
A mad Chaldean with a flaming toreb, | 
Came to my bed laſt night, and bellowing o'er me, 
Well had it been, he cry'd, for Baby/or, REI 
If curſt Caſſander never had been born, 1 
Enter Theſſalus evith a packet. 
How-now, dear The//alus, what 2 that & 
Theſ. From Macedon, a truſty ſlave juſt we i 
Your father chides us for our cold delay; 
He ſays Craterus, by the king's appointment, 
Comes, in his room, to govern Macedon, 
Which nothing but the tyrant's death can hinder, 


Or quit our purpoſe, and confeſs our fear 


Caf. Is not his fate reſolved ? this night he dies; 3. | - 
And thus my father but foreſtalls my purpoſe, 


Wing e 


: N * bo 5 * 
bent”, eee 


Let eaſtern ſlaves or proſtituted Greeks © p 


The liſt'ning ear, and drowns the voice of Heav'n. 


And if this hunter of the barbarous world, 


Falſe to that honour, which thro? fields of Jeath, 
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Wing'd as the light'ning, it would aſk ſome et 
Ere I could blaſt the growth of this Coleus. | 

7. Mark where the haughty Pelyperchon comes 
Some new affront by Alexander given, | 
Swells in his heart, and ſtings him into madneſs. 

Caſ. Now, now's our time; he muſt, he ſhall- be 

Off 
His haughty foul will kindle at his wrongs, — 
Blaze into rage, and glory in revenge. 
Enter Polyperchon. 

Poly, Still as. ] paſs, freſh murmurs fill my ears; 
All talk of wrongs, and mutter their — 1 
Poor ſoul- leſs reptiles — their revenge Expires . 

In idle threats. —The fortitude of cowards ! 

Their province is to talk ! *tis mine to act, 

And ſhew this tyrant, when he dared to wrong me, 

He wrong! dea man whoſe attribute is vengeance. 
Caſ. _ nations bow. their heads with ſervile bon- 

age. 

And kiſs the Got of this enced man. 

The name, the ſhout, the blaſt n ev'ry mouth 

Is Mexander Alexander ſtuns D 


The earth*s commanders fawn like crouching ſpaniels ; 


But wind himſelf a god, all echo him 
With univerſal cry, 
Poly. I fawn, or echo him, 
Caſſander, no! my ſoul diſdains the thought ! 


Crouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown. 
When Polyperchon can deſcend ſo low, . 


I ſtill have courted; where the fight was fierceſt, 
Be ſcorn my portion, infamy my lot. . 

The/. The king may doom me to a thouſand tortures, 
Ply me with fire, and rack me like Philotas, 
Ere I ſhall ſtoop to idolize his pride. 

Caf, Not Ariftander, had he rais'd all hell, 


«pa more have ſhock d my ſou], than thou haftdone | 
5 28 74 0 


—— 2. 


Ca/. There ſpoke the ſpirit of Ca/iftbenes + 


oy 


| ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 15 
By the bare mention of Philotan murder. | 
O Polyperchon ! how ſhall I deſcribe it! 


Did not your eyes rain blood to ſee the hero? 
Did not the ſpirits burſt with ſmother'd vengeance, 


To ſee thy noble fellow warrior tortur'd} 
| Yet, without groaning, or a tear, endure , -* 
The torments of the damn'd? O death to think it? 


We ſaw him bruis'd, we ſaw his bones laid bare; 
His veins wide lanc'd,: and the poor quiv'ring fleſh 


With fiery pincers from his boſom torn, 


Till all beheld where the great heart lay panting; 
Poly. Vet all like ſtatues ſtood !—cold lifeleſs ſtatues! 
As if the fight had froze us into marble. vio 
When, with collected rage, we ſhould have flown 
To inſtant vengeance on the ruthleſs cauſe, 
And plung'd a thoyſand daggers in his heart. ; 
Caf. - At our laſt banquet, when the bowl had gone 
The giddy round, and wine inflam'd my ſpirits 5 - 
I ſaw Craterus and Hepheftion enter ; FR 
In Perſian robes ; to Alexander's health 
They largely drank ; and falling at his feet 
With impious adoration thus addreſs*d | 
Their idol god. Hail fon of thund'ring eve? 
Hail firſt of kings! young Ammon live for ever! 


Then kiſs'd the earth; on which I langh'd aloud, 


And ſcoffing, aſæk'd em, why they kiſs'd no harder, 

Whereon the tyrant, ſtarting from his throne, 

Spurn'd me to earth, and ſtamping on my neck, 

Learn thou to kiſs it, was his fierce reply; EY. 

While with his foot he preſs'd me to the earth, 

Till I lay welt'ring in a foam of blood. 

Pol. oY us when I mock'd the Perfrans that ador'd 

im, „ 85 

He ſtruck me on the face, ſwung me around, 

And bid his guards chaſtize me file a ſlave. 

But if he *ſcape my vengeance, may he live, 

Great as that god whoſe name he thus prophanes, 

And like a flave may I again be beaten, 

Scoff*d as I paſs, and branded for a coward. 


Remember, 
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Remember, he's a man, bis fleſh as E 
As any girl's,” and wounded too as ſoon ; | 

To give him death no thunders are requir G. 
Struck by a ſtone young Jupiter has fall n, 

A ſword (os pierc'd him, andthe blood has follow! * 
Nay, we have ſeen an hundred common ailments 
Bring this immortal to the gates of deat. 

Pol. O let us not delay the glorions buſineſs! ! 
Our wrongs are great, and honourcalls for . 
Are your hearts fim: 1 ä 

— 4 As Heav'n or hell can make em 
Take then my hand, and if you doubt my truth, * 

Riß yp my breaſt, and lay my heart upon it. 
Caſ. While thus we Join our hands and hearte cb 
Sether, | Do 

| Remenibve Harmolaus and * huſh'd. e 
Pol. Huſh'd as the eve before an hurricane, 
Or. baleful planets when they ſhed their poiſons. . 

Caſ. This day exulting Babylon receives , 
The mighty robber—with him comes Rexana, - 
Fierce haughty fair! On his retnrn from Indiag. ' 
Artful ſhe met him in the height of triiniph, ; 
And by a thouſand wiles at Su/a- kept N ; 
In all the luxury of eaſtern revels.” 

Pol. How bore Statira his revolted love 7 
For, if Terr not, ere the king eſpous'd her, 

She made him promiſe to renounce Roxana. 
„75% No words can paint the anguiſf it occaſionꝰd 
Ev'n Fyſganbit wept, while the wrong' d queen 


_ 


Struck to the heart, fell lifeleſs on the ground. 


Caſ. When the firſt tumult of her grief was laid, 
I ſought to fire her into wild revenge; 
And to that end, with all the art I could, | 
Deſcrib'd his paſſion for the bright Roxana, : 35 
But tho? Jeould not to my wiſh inflame her, 
Thus far at leaſt her jealouſy will help; | 
She'll give him troubles that perhaps may end nin, 
And ſet the court in univerſal uproar. 
But ſee ſhe comes. Our plots begin to ripen, 
Now ami the vizor, every one diſperſe, 


And, 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 1 


5 d d, with a face of friendſhip, meet the king. % 
3 [ EExeunt. 


Enter 8 yſigambis, „ Statira, and Pariſatis, 
Sta. O for a dagger, a draught of poiſon, flames! 


Us ell heart, break, break thou wretched Rubborg. 


. thin 
7 dw, by the ok fire, vn not be held * 
L ay give me leave to walk. 
ce. Ry. Unhappy Parzſatis ! 
chere no reverence to my perſon due? 
Nest me, Statim, had thy father . 
rius wou'd have heard me. 
Sta. O he's falſe, . 


to his love, and ev'ry god foreſworn. 
I have heard him breathe ſuch ardent vows, 
at-weep the morning with his dewy eyes, 
id ſigh and ſwear the liſt'ning ſtars away. 
/. Believe not rumour, tis impoſſible. 
by Alexander is renown'd for truth; 
dove deceit— 
Sta. Away, and let me die. 
was but my fondneſs, *twas my e ex nature 
du'd have excus'd him but away ſuch weakneſs, 
not his falſehoods, and Statira's wrongs, 
ſubject canvaſs'd in the mouth of millions ? 

4 e babbling world can talk of nothing elſe. 
ds; Why, Alexander, why would'ſt thou deceive me ! - 
& ve I not lov'd thee, cruel as thou art! 
ve I not kiſs'd' thy wounds with dying fondnefs,. 


hole nights I've ſat and watch'd thee as a child, 
ld thy fierce pains, and ſung thee to repoſe. 
Par. If man'can thus renounce the ſolemn ties 
ſacred love, fidelity and weth, 

ho wou'd regard his;vows.? 
. Regard his vows, the monſter, W Oh t . 
ill forſake the haunts of men, converſe 
more N aught that” 4 human; dwell with dark=- 

neſs'; 


nd, | 5 = : For: 


aye 
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dis glorious man, this wand of the oil; 


| th'd 'em in tears, and bound 'em with my hair! K. 


— 2 — 2 
wee 
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For ſince the fight of. him is now unwelcome, 
What has the world to give Statira joy? 
Vet muſt tell thee, purjur'd as he is, 
Not the ſoft breezes of the genial ſpring, 

The fragrant violet, or op'ning roſe, | 
Are half ſo ſweet as Alexander's breath: _ 
Then he will talk—good gods how he will talk! 

Fe ſpeaks the kindeſt words; and looks ſuch thing 
Yows with ſuch paſſion, and ſwears with ſuch'a gra 
That it is heav'n to be deluded by him. 

/. Her ſorrows muſt have way. Alas, my Chil 

Sta. Roxana then enjoys my purjur'd love; 
Roxana claſps my monarch in her arm, r 
Doats on my conqu'ror, my dear lord, my king. 
Oh ' tis too much ! by Heav'n I cannot bear it 
11 die, or rid me of the burning torture. b 
Hear me, bright god of day, hear ev'ry god. 

S/. Take heed, Sratira ; weigh it well, my chil 
Ere deſperate love enforces you to ſwear. 

Sta. O fear not that, already have I weigh'd it; 
And in the preſence here of Heav'n and you, 
Renounce all converſe with perfidious man. 
Farewel ye cozeners of our eaſy ſex |! | 
And thou the falſeſt of the faithleſs kind. 
Farewel for ever | farewell farewel } 
If I but mention him the tears will flow. 
How couldft thou, cruel, wrong a heart like mine, | 

Tus fond, thus dotting, ev'n to madneſs, on the 

Sy; Clear up thy griefs, Alexander comes, 
Triumphant in the ſpoils of conquer'd India ; 
Phia day-the hero enters Babylon, WES , 

Sta. Why let him come: all eyes will gaze wi 

. * rapture; 4 | | 
All hearts will joy to ſee the victor paſs, 

All but the wretched, the forlorn Statira. 
/. Wilt thou not ſee him then ? 
Par. Not ſee the king | 

Sta. I ſwear, and Heav'n be witneſs to my vow 
; | | ; [ Kneeir 


Never from this ſaid hour, never to ſee, 


— 


90 Nor | ak, no, nor, if poſũble, to think - ? 
K Of Alexander more : this is my 8 17521 . 
| * when I break it -- | 
V. Do not ruin all I 
$a. May I again be gar and deluded 1 9 


alk! 
1 thing 
Va grac 


42. Ne, Pa child, the dreadful imprecation. 
| I wil publiſh it through all the court; 
Ky to the bow'rs of great Semiramis 

„ Retire for ever from the treacherous worlc. 
y chil There from man's fight will I conceal my woes, 
And ſeek. i in ſolitude a calm repoſe : 

f Nor pray ra, nor tears, ſhall m 1 controul, 
A Nor love 1 that We of "he 


it 
iy chi © ve 6 A © T 11. | N 
»d it; 1 We Caſander od ieee n 
| c HE comes, the headlong Alexander comes „ 
The gods forbid him Babylon i in vain 8 
In vain do prodigin foretell his fal, 
Attended by a throng of ſcepter'd ſlaves, 
This rapid conqu'ror of the ra 4 globe, 
Makes his appearance, and defies the danger. 
nine, Pol. Why all this noiſe—ye partial powers declare — 


n the T beſe ſtarts of nature, at a tyrant's doom: 
Ts Alexander of ſuch wond*rous moment, J 

| That Heav'n ſhould feel the wild alarms of fear, 
| And fate-itſelf becomes a babble for him ? 

Cafe Cas'd in the very arm we ſaw him wear, 
The ſpirit of his father haunts the court, 
In all the majeſty of ſolemn ſorrow. © 
The awful ſpectre fix'd his eyes upon me, 
Wav'd his pale hand —and, threatful hook 1 heat, 
Groan'd out, forbear, and vaniſh'd from my view. 
A fear till then unknown poſſeſs'd my ſoul, | 
And (ick'ning nature trembled at the ſight 1 

Pol. Why ſhould you tremble ?—Had the yawning 
N | 7 earth 


Vow, 
Luce, 
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m_ furies rend my heart | may light'nings blaſt me 
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Fear and diſtraction thro? the court hab 


- 


| Rend his wreck'd ſoul, and ruſh him into madneſs... 


Taid all the tortures of the damn'd before me, 


To deal deſtruction like the hand of Heay' n.. 5 5 | 


And when he hears the ſolemn vow ſhe ade... 


To compliment the tyrant's boundleſs pride. ; 


Adore this god till apt occaſion calls, 


I muſt be heard, for death awaits his ſtay. 
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My ſoul, unſhaken in her firm reſolve, . 

Wou'd brave thoſe tortures, and purſue the tyrants: 
Caf. Yes, Polyperchon, he this night ſhall die * 

Our plots, in ſpite of prodigies, advance; 

Succeſs attends us. — Oh, it joys my ſoul ! 3 


Felt while unſeen. Ir 
Pol. Ay there's the bing , Cafſander. a F 


The Perffaus all diſſatisfied appear; 

Loudly they murmur at Statira's wrongs, OP: 

And fiercely cenſure: Alexanaey*s falſehood, : | 5 
Caf. I know he loves Sratira more than life z: * 


The oath that bars her from his fight for ever, 
Remorſe and horror will at once invade him, 


Pol. Of that anon the court begins to thicken 3 
From ev' ry province of the wide · ſpread os = 
Ambaſſadors in Babylon are met; 

As if mankind had previouſly agreed 


And hold a ſolemn ſynod of the world, 
Where Alexander like a god:ſhonld dictate. 
Caſ. We muſt away, or mingle with the crowd, 


To make him what he wou d be 1 
4 a of . muſic. 
Enter. Clyrus and Ariſtander, in his e A 
Ariſ. Haſte, reverend Chtuc, haſte and ſtop the king 
Chyt. Already he is enter'd, and the throng | 
Of princes that ſurround him is ſo yo 
They keep at-diftance all that would approach. 
Ariſ. Were he entircled by.the gods themſelves, . 


Chr. Place yourſelf here then, for behold he comes. 


Enter Alewander in a triumphal car, drawon Ly black 


' flava. Ti — and warliks. enſigns in Proceſſi Jon 


before. | 


* 


ore him. Clytus, Hepheſtion, Lylimaclvs, Arie 
nder, Jae , Guards, and Attendants, TY 
See the congu ring hero comes, 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums ; 3 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs of triumph to him fing. 


Fee the godlike youth advance, 
Breath the flute, and lead the dance; 
[yrtle wreaths, and roſes tauine, 

To deck the hero's brow divine. 


-þh. Hail, ſon of jovel great Alexander hail 1 

lex. Riſe all; and thou my ſecond ſelf, my friend, 

my Hepbeſtion ! raiſe thee from the earth! 

me to my arms, and hide thee in my heart; 

arer, yet nearer, elſe thou lov'ſt me not. 

eph. Not love my king! bear witneſs all ye 

powers, 

f let your thunder nail me to the centre, | 
acred friendſhip ever burn'd more brightly? ? 

ortal boſoms can alone admit 

ame more pure, more permanent ne 

llex. Thou dearer to me than my groves of laurel, 

how thou lov'ſt thy Alexander more 

an Ciytus does the king. 

/. Now for my fate! | 

that death awaits me—yet I'll on. 

ad ſir,” I caſt me at your royal feet. 

ex. Riſe my Lyfimachas ; thy veins arid mine, 


+ 


— 


8 = ſame fountain have deriv*d their ſtreams. 
1. t that Chis —w | | 
A t. Your old N ſoldier. | | 
ex. Clytus, thy hand.— Thus, double arm'd, me- 
6 = thinks 5 


d tremendous as the Lybian god, 

„while his prieſts and I quaff d ſacred b 
owledg'd me his ſon. My light'ning thou, 
thou my mighty thunder. Thave ſeen” 
glitt'ring ſword out-flycoeleftial fire; 
when ve cry'd, begone and execuge, 


I've 
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I've ſeen him run ſwifter than ſtarting hinds, 
Nor bent the tender graſs beneath his feet. 

Ly/. When fame invited, and Alexander leads, 
Dangers and toils but animate zhe brave. 

Cle. Periſh the ſoldier inglorious and deſpis'd, 
Who tarts from either, when the king cries—on. 
Alex. O Cltus! O my noble veteran! | 
Twas, I remember, when I paſs'd the Granicas, 
Thy arm preferv'd me from unequal force. i 
When fierce Icauor and the bold Rhe/aces, © 
Fell both upon me, with two mighty blows, 

And clove my temper'd helmet quite aſunder, 
Then, like a god, flew Clyius to my aid, 
Thy thunder ſtruck Rhe/aces to the ground, 
And turn'd with ready ven 0 on Tcaner. 

Clyzt. To your own deeds that victory you owe, 
And ſure your arms did never boaſt a nobler, 

Alex. By Heav*n they never did ; they never can; 
And I am prouder to have paſs'd that ſtream, 
Than to have done a million o'er the plain. 
Can none remember! Ves, I know all muſt; 
When glory, like the dazzling eagle, ſtood 
Perch'd on my beaver in the Granick flood; 
When fortune's ſelf my ſtandard trembling bore, 
And the pale fates ſtood frighted on the ſhore ; + 
When each immortal on the billows rode, 

And I myſelf 8 * the leading goc. . 
Ariſ. Haſte, firſt of heroes, from this fatal piace F 
Far, far from Babylon, enjoy your triumph, _. ly 
Or all the | nag which your youth has won, 
Are blaſted in their ſpring. wy 
Alex. What mean thy fears? | 
And why that wild diſtraction on thy brow ? 


Ariſ. This morn, great king, I view'd the an ry h 
And frighted at the direful 3 87 — 
1 


To Oro/mades for inſtruction flew ; 
But as I pray'd, deep echoing groans I heard, 
And ſhrieks as of the Gans that howl for ſin, 
Shock'd at the omen, while amaz'd I lay, 

In proſtrate rev rence on the trembling floor, 8 
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, in a voice like thunder, ſpoke the god : 
brighteſt glory of imperial man, 3 
pride of nations, and the boaſt of fame, 
prieleſs fate in Babylon has doom' d | 
dden and irrevocable ruin, . 
x. If Heaven ordains that Babylon muſt fall, 

prevent th' immutable decree? | 

Enter Perdiccas, „ 

. O horror! horror! dreadful and portentous 
x. How now Perdiccas, whence this exclamation? 
As Meleager and myſelf this morn, tO 
prth the Perfian horſe to exerciſe, 
ard a noiſe as of a ruſhing wind; 

ſuddenly a flight of balefal birds, 
2 thick cloud, obſcur'd the face of Heav*n : 
unding wings from diffrent parts they flew, - 
Int'ring met, and battled in the air; - 0 
talons claſh'd, their beaks gave mighty blows, 
how'rs of blood fell copious from their wounds. 
x. Though all the curtains of the ſky were drawn, 

he ſtars wink, young Ammon ſhall go on; 
my Statira ſhines I cannot ſta , 
ifts his torch to light me on my way, 
zer bright eyes create another day. 


Ve, 


can 


Vouchſafe, dread fir, to hear my humble ſuit, | S 
ce intreats it, and, what's more, your kinſman. | 

A ſoldier aſks it, that's the nobleſt claim. 

For all the ſervices. my ſword has done, | 
ly I beg the princeſs Pari/atis. = h 
. Lyfimachus no more—it is not well, + | 
drd, you know, was to Hepbeſtion giv'n ; ws | 
lare you then—but let me hear no more on't. 
At your command to ſcale th' embattled wall, > 
h the gore-dy'd ſtandard from the foe, | 
has Hepheſtion flown with warmer zeal? 
did he leave Lyſimachus behind? 1 | BY 
I have done, ſor theſe were in my pow'rg. | _ 
en you charge me to renounce my love, | 
om my thoughts to baniſh Pariſatis; 
ence there becomes impoſſible, * 
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And juſtify his loyalty and truth. 


* 
- 


- 7 


Nature revolts, and my whole ſoul rebels. 

Alex. It does, brave fir !—then hear me, and 
dumb, „%% bo OE: To al 

When by my order curſt Caliſthenes 

Was as a traitor doom' d to live in torments, 

Your pity ſped him in deſpight of me. 

Think not I have forgot your inſolence; 

No, tho*I pardon it.—Yet, if again 

Thou dar'ſt to croſs me with another crime; 

The bolts of fury ſhall be doubled on thee. 

In the mean time—think not of Pariſatis; 

For if thou doſt—by the immortal Ammon / 

P11 not regard that blood of mine thou ſhar'ft,” 

But uſe thee as the vileſt Macedonian. '- 
Ly/. I knew you partial, ere I mov'd my ſuit; 

Yet know, it ſhakes not my determin'd purpoſe; 

While I have life and ſtrength to wield a ſword; 

I never will forego the glorions claim. | 
Alex. Againſt my life: ha! traitor, was it fo? 

"Tis ſaid that I am raſh, of haſty kumour ; 

But I appeal to the immortal gods, | 

If ever petty, poor, provincial lord, 

Had temper like to mine? My ſlave, whom I 

Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats. 
Clyt, Forgive, dread fir, the frantic warmth of | 

The noble prince, I read it in his eyes, 

Wou'd die a thouſand deaths to ſerve his prince. 


*F =p 
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_ Dy/. I meant his minion there, ſhould feel my: 
Love claims his blood, nor ſhall he live to triun 
In that deſtruction that awaits his rival. 

Alex. I pardon thee, for my old Chytus' ſake, 
But if once more thou mention thy raſh love, 
Or dar'ſt attempt Hepheſtion's precious life, 
I'll pour ſuch ſtorms of indignation on thee, 
Philotas rack, Califthenes diſgrace, | 
Shall be delight to what thou ſhalt endure. 

 Clyr. My lord, the aged queen, with'Pari/a/i 
Come to congratulate your ſafe arrival, 


 _ ” * > 
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And agony of deſpꝰ rate love, has ſworn, 

Never to ſee your majeſty again, 

Alex. O! madam, has ſhe, has Statira fworn, 
Never to ſee her Alexander more? 3 
Impoſlible! ſhecou'd not, wou'd not ſwear (1 | 
Is ſhe not gentle as the guileſs infant, EATS pt 128 
Mild as the genial breezes of the ſpring, gs; 

And ſofter than the melting ſighs of love? 

Par. With ſorrow, fir; I heard the ſolemn vow : 

My mother heard it, and in vain adjur'd her, OY 

By every tender motive, to recall it. eek 

Sy/. But with that fierceneſs ſhe reſents her wrongs, 
Dwells on your fault, and heigktens the offence, 
That I could wiſh your majeſty forget her. 

Alex. Ha! could you with me to forget Statira! 
'The ſtar, which brightens Alexander's life, 

His guide by day, and goddeſs of his, nights! 

I feel her now ; ſhe beats in every pulſe, 

Throbs at my heart, and circles with my Blood. 
S/. Have e ſon, and truſt to Heay? n and 
me; | 

If my authority has any influence,” 

I will exert it, and ſhe ſhall be yours, 

_ Haſte, madam, haſte, if you would have me 

live. 3 

Fly, ere, for ever, ſhe abjure the world, | 

And ſtop the ſad proceſſion; and Pariſatis, 5 8 

Hang thou about her, Wund her feet with tears. 

Nay, haſte; the breath of gods, and eloquence 

Of angels, go along with you. Oh! my heart! 

ä [ Exeunt Syſ. and Par. 

I. Now let your majeſty, who feels the pangs 

Of diſappointed love, refle& on mine, 

Alex, Ha- | 

Clyt, What are you mad? Is this a time to plead ? 

E. The proper'ſt time; he dares not now be par- 
tial, 

Left Heav'n, in juſtice, ſhould avenge-my wrongs, - 

And double ev'ry pang which he feels now. 


Aller. Why doſt thou _ me oa to thy undoing? 
Death 


% 
- 
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Death thou ſhould'ſt have, were it not courted fo. 
But know, to thy confuſion, that my word, 
Like deſtiny, admits of no repeal : 
Therefore in chains ſhalt thou behold the . 
Of my Hepheftion. Guards, take him priſoner. 
Ly/. Away, ye ſlaves, IL'Il not reſign my ſword, 
Till firſt I've drench'd it in my rival's blood. 
Alex. I charge you kill him not; take him alive: 2 
The dignity of kings is now concern'd, 
And I will find a way to tame this rebel. 
Clyt. Kneel—for I ſee rage light'ning in his eyes. 
Ly/. I neither hope, nor will I ſue for pardon 3 
Had I my ſword and liberty again, | 
A gain I would attempt his favourite's heart. 
Alex. Hence, from my ſight, and bear him to a 
dungeon. . 
Perdictas, give this lion to a lion; 133 U11 
None ſpeak for him; fly; ; ſtop his ak; Feed 
LEV. machus carried off, 
Che. This comes of women the reſult of love. 
| Yet were I heated now with wine, I doubt 
I ſhould be preaching in the fool's behalf. | 
Alex. Comehither, Ciytus, and my! friend Hepheſtions 
Lend me your arms, for I am fick o' th* ſudden... 
I fear, betwixt Szatira's cruel vows, - 
And fond Roxana's arts, your king will fall. 
Clyt. Better the race of women were deſtroyed, 
And Per/ia ſunk in everlaſting ruin. 
_ 82 up, my lord, and bend not t thus your 
ea 
As if you purpos'd to forſake the world, 
Which you have greatly won. 
Alex. Wou'd I had not; 
| There's no true joy in ſuch unweildly fortune. | 
Eternal 2 laſting troubles make; 
All find my ſpots, but few obſerve my brightneſs. 
| Stand from about me all, and give me air ! 
Yes, I will ſhake this cupid from my ſoul; 
Ii fight the feeble god with war's alarms, | 2 
Or drown his pow'r in fields of hoſtile _— "1 


B 2 enn. 


85, 


and 


ith 


* 


» THE RIVAL QUEENS; OR, 
Grant me, great Mars, once more jn arms to ſhine, 
And 2 like light'ning, thro' th' embattled 

ine; | : | 
Thro' fields of death to whirl the rapid car, 
And blaze amidſt the thunder of the war; 
Reſiſtleſs as the bolt that rends the grove, 
Or greatly periſh like the ſon of Fove, ¶ Excunt, 


ACT 1 


SCENE, Au open Court. Trumpets ſeunding a dead 
ELF March, - 


| Lyſimachus Jed Priſoner. Eumenes, Perdiccas, 
WE Pariſatis, and Guards. 1 


Par. GT AV, my Lyfmachus ! a moment ſtay! 
| O whither art thou going! Hold a moment! 
Unkind ! thou know'ſt my life was wrapt in thine, 


Why would'ſt thou then to worſe than death expoſe me? 


Ly/. O may'ſt thou live in joys without a!lay ! 
Grant it, ye gods! a better fortune waits thee; 
Live and enjoy it—'tis my dying wiſh 
While to the grave the loſt Ly/imachus 
Alone retires, and bids the world adieu. 

Par. Even in that grave will Pariſatis join thee ; 
Yes, cruel man! not death itſelf ſhall part u 
A mother's pow'r, a ſiſter's ſoft'ning tears, 

With all the fury of a tyrant's frown, 
Shall not compel me to outlive thy loſs, | 

Ly/. Were I to live till nature's ſelf decay'd, 
This wond'rous waſte of unexampled love, 

I never could repay.— O Pari/atis / 

Thy charms might fire a coward into courage; 
How muſt they act then on a ſoul like mine? 
Defenceleſs and unarm'd, I fight for thee, 

And may, perhaps, compel th' aſtoniſn'd world, 


And force the king to own that deſerve thee. 
| 1 Eumenss, 


* 
2 
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tled | | | 
| Famcnes, take the princeſs to thy charge; | 
Away, Perdiccas, all my ſoul's on fire,  [Excunt. 
SCENE, ie Palace 


Emer Roxana and Caſſander. 


Nor. Deſerted | ſaid'ſt thou? for a girl abandon'd F _ 
A puny girl made up of watry elements! | 
Shall ſhe embrace the god of my deſires, 


And triumph in the heart Roxana claims ? - ö 
Caſ. O princeſs ! had you ſeen his wild deſpair] 4 
Had vou beheld him when he heard her vow, w 


Words wou'd but wrong the agonies he felt: 

He fainted thrice, and life ſeem'd fled for ever; 

And when by our aſſid uous care recall'd, ; 

He ſnatch'd his ſword, and aim'd it at his breaſt, 
Then rail'd at you with moſt unheard of curſes, 

Rox. If I forget it, may' ſi thou, Fowe, deprive me 

O: vengeance, make me the moſt wretched thing 

On earth, while living, and when dead, the loweſt 
And blackeſt of the fiends, | | | 

Caſ. O nobly ſaid, 8 | 
Juſt is the vengeance which inflames your ſoul;; 
Your wrongs demand it—but let reaſon govern,. 
This wild rage elſe may diſappoint your aims. 

Rox. Away, away, and give a whirlwind room; # 
Madneſs but meanly — my toil; 

Pride, indignation, fury and contempt, 
War in my breaſt, and torture me to madneſs. 

Caf. O think not I wou'd check your boldeſt flights; 
No- I approve 'em, and will aid your vengeance. 
But, princeſs, let us chuſe the ſafeſt courſe,; 

Or we may give our foes new cauſe of triumph, 
Should they diſcover, and prevent our purpoſe. 
Rox, Fear not, Caſſander, nothing ſhall prevent it:. 
Roxana dooms him, and her voice is fate.. 
My ſoul from childhood has aſpir'd to empire; 
In early non- age I was us'd to reign- 
Among my ſhe companions: I deſpis?d. 
. B 3. Dae 
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The trifling arts, and little wiles of women, 
And taught ? em, with an Amazonian ſpirit, 

To win the ſteed, to chaſe the foaming boar, 
And conquer man, the lawleſs charter'd ſavage. 
Caf. Her words, her every motion fires me 
Rox. But when I heard of Alexander's fame, 

How with a handful he had vanquiſh'd millions, 
SpoiPd all the eaſt, and captive held our queens; 
While, like a god, u nquer'd by their charms, 
With heav'nly pit (he Aſfwagd their woes, | 
Dry'd up their tears, and ſooth'd em into peaee; 
T hung attentive on my father's lips, 

And wiſh'd him tell the wond'rous tale again. 

'No longer pleaſing were my former ſports; 

Love had its turn, and all the woman reign'd. 


Involuntary fighs beav'd in my breaſt, 


And glowing bluſhes erimſon'd on my cheek ; 

Ev'n in my flumbers I have often mourn'd, 

In plaintive ſounds, and murmur'd . 5 
Caf. Curſe on his name ſhe dotes upon him ſtill. 
Nox. At length this conqueror to Zogdia came, 

And, cover'd o' er with laurels, ſtorm'd the city: 

But, O Cafſanger ! where ſhall I find words 

To paint the extatic tranſports of my ſoul! 

When, midſt a circle of unrival'd beauties, 

I ſaw myſelf diſtinguiſh'd by the hero. 


With artleſs rapture J receiv*d his vcws, 


The warmeſt ſure that ever lover breath'd, 
Of fervent love, and everlaſting trutb. 
Cr/. And need you then be told, thoſe times are Ke 
Statira now engroſſes all his thoughts: : - 
The Perfian queen, without a rival, _reigns 
Sole miureſs'ot his heart—nor can thy charws, 
The brigheſt ſure that ever woman boaſted, 
Nor alli his vows of everlaſting love, 
Secure Rexana from diſdain and inſult, 
Rox. O! thou haſt rouz'd the lion in my ſoul; 
Ha! ſhall the daughter of Darius hold him? 


Shall that 2 Semmel embrace my Jove ? 


Ca. 
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Caf. O queen! exert, exert that toiv?ring' ſpirit, 
By nature form'd to keep the world in we. 

Rox. Yes, tis reſolv'd ; I will reſume my ſphere, 
Or, falling, ſpread a general ruin round me. 

Roxana and Statira, they are names | 
That muſt for ever jarr, like claſhing clouds ; 
When they encounter, thunders muſt enſue. wy 

Caf. Behold, ſhe comes, in all the pomp of ſorrow, 
Determin'd to: fulfil her ſolemn vow! © 

. Enter Syſigambis and Statira 

Rox. Away, and let us mark th? important ſcene, _ 

„ ine [ They retire. 

/. O my Statira, how has paſſion chang'd thee | 

Think inthe, rage of diſappointcd love, 

If treated thus, and harried to extremes, : 

What Alexander:may denounce againſt van: 8 
Againſt the poor remains of loſt Dariu ß 

Sta. O fear not that, T know he will be kind, 
For my ſake kind, to you and Pariſatis. 7 
Tell him I rail'd not at his falſehood to me, | 
But with my parting breath ſpoke kindly of him 
Tell him I wept at our divided loves, © © 
And, ſighing, ſent a laſt forgiveneſs to him, 

Sy/. No; I can ne'er again preſume to meet him; 
Never approach the much-wrong'd Alexander, : 
If thou refuſe to ſee him—O Statira! | 
Thy aged mother, and thy weeping country, 
Claim thy regard, and challenge thy compaſſion ; 
Hear us, my child, and lift us from deſpair. ; 

Sta. Thus low, I caſt me at your royal feet, 

To bathe: them with my tears; or; if you pleaſe, 
T'11 let out life, and waſh em with my blood. 
But, I conjure you, not to rack my ſoul, 
Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfe& madneſs ; 
Should now Darius awful ghoſt appear, 
And you, my mother, ſtand beſeeching by, 
I] would perſiſt to death, and keep my vow. 
Rox. This fortitude of ſoul compels my wonder. 
Sy/. Hence, from my ſight! ungrateful wrerch, 


be. gone! | 
B 4 | And 
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And hide thee where bright virtue never:ſhone :_. 
For, in the Gght of Heaven, I here renounce, _ 
Aud caſt thee off an alien to my blood. (Exit. 
Roxana comes forward. e 
| Rex. Forgive, greeat queen, the intruſion of 2 
ſtranger: 
With grief Roxana ſees Statira weep; 
I've heard, and much applaud your fix'd: reſolve; 
To quit the world for Alexander's ſakes - 1. 
And yet I fear, ſo greatly he adores you, 
That he-will rather chuſe to die of ſorrow, 
Than live for che deſpis*d Rexana's charms. 
Sta. Spare, madam, ſpare your counterfeited fears 
Jou know your beauty, and have prov'd its pow'r; 
Tho' humby born, have you not captive held, 
In love's ſoft chains, the conqu”ror of the world ? 
Away to libertines, and boaſt thy conqueſt; 
A ſhameful conqueſt : in his hours of riot, Ce; 
When wine prevail'd, and virtue loft its influence, 
Then, only then, Roxana could FOE" L erte 
My. Alexander's heart. 
Nox. Affected Zirl, f 
To ſome romantie miſs a gloom, | 
Thy ſickly virtue wou'd, it ſeems, 'retire, - 
To ſhun. the triumphs of a favour'd rival. 
Jn vain thou ono there, ev'n there I'll baunt 
thee 
Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night; 
There ſhalt thou hear, in what extatic joys, 
Roxana revels with the firſt of men; 
And as thou hear*ſ the rapt'rous ſcene recited, 
With frantic jealouſy thou'lt madly curſe 
Thy own weak charms, that cou'd not fix the rover, | 
Sta. How weak is woman ! at nh ſtorm ſhe ſhrinks, 


* 


Dreads the drawn ſword, and trembles at the thunder; 
Yet when ſtrong jealouſy inflames her ſoul, 

The ſword may plitter, and the tempeſt roar, 

She ſcorns the danger, and provokes her fate. 
Rival, I thank thee. Thou haſt fir'd my ſoul, 

And rais'd a, ſtorm beyond thy pow?r to lay ; 
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Soon ſhalt thou tremble at the dire effects, 

And curſe, too late, the folly that andid the. 

Nox. Sure the diſdain'd Statira dares not mean it. 
Sta. By all my hopes of happineſs I'dare: 

And know, proud woman, what a mother's threats, 

A ſiſter's ſighs, and Alexander's tears, "Ep 

Cou'd not effect, thy rival rage hath done. 

I'll ſee the king in ſpite of all I ſwore, 6 
ho curſt, that thou may ſt never ſee him more... 

Enter Alexander, Syſigambis, Hepheſtion, and Clytus,, 
Alex. O my Statira !/—Thou relentleſs fair! 

Turn thine eyes on me—I would talk to them: 

What ſhall I ſay to work upon thy ſoul? 5 

What words, what looks, can melt thee to forgiveneſs? 
Sta. Talk of Roxana, and the conquer'd Indies; 

The great adventures, and ſucceſsful love, 

And I will liſten to the rapt'rous tale; 

But rather ſhun. me, ſhun a deſperate wretch,, 

| Refign'd to ſorrow, and eternal woe. 


lx. O! I.could die, with tranſport,. die before: 


thee !. | ” 

Wou'dſt thou but, as I lay conwells'd in death, 

Caſt a kind look, or drop a tender tear. 

Say, but *twas-pity, one ſo fam'd in arms, 

One who has *ſcap'd a thouſand deaths in battle, 

For the firſt fault ſhould fall a wretched victim, 

To j2alous anger, and offended love. | 
Rox.. Am I. then fall'n ſo low in thy eſteem, 

That for another thou would'ſt rather die, 

Than live for me? - How am I altered, tell me, 

Since laſt at Sa; with repeated oaths, 

Y.ou. ſwore the conquelt of the world, afforded. 

Leſs joy, leſs glory, than Roxana's love. | 
Alex. Take that conquer'd world, diſpoſe of crowns, 

And canton out the empires of the globe; 

But leave me, madam,. with repentant tears, 

And undiiſembled. ſorrows, to atone | 

The wrongs I've offer'd to this injur'd excellence. 
Rox. Yes, Iwill go, ungrateful as thou art !: 

Bane to my life, and murd' rer of. my peace; 

| 3 Iwill 
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Tho! I partake the ruin. 
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T will be gone; this laſt diſdain has cur'd me. 
Bur have a care—I warn you not to truſt me, 
Or by the gods that witneſs to thy perjuries, 
T1 raiſe a fire that ſhall conſume you bath, as 
Exit. 
Sta. Alexander! O is it poſſible ? , 
Immortal gods! Can guilt appear ſo lovely? 


Vet, yet I pardon, I forgive thee all. 


— 


The muſic wi 


Alex. Forgive me all !—O catch the heav'nly fonts; 3 
Catch 'em ye winds, and, as you fly, diſperſfſe 
The rapt'rous tidings, thro? the extended world, 
That all may ſhare in Alexander's joy. 

Sy/. Now all my mother's bleſſing fall upon thee, | 


My ever dear, my beſt belov'd Szatira. 


Alex. Is it then giv'n me, thus to touch thy hand, 
And preſs thy beauties to my panting boſom, 
To gaze upon thy eyes, and taſte thy breath ? 
While ev*ry ſigh comes ſorth fo fraught with ſweets, 
Tis incenſe to be offer'd to a god. | 

Sta. Yes, dear deceiver, I forgive thee all, 
But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue; 
For while I hear thee, my reſolves give way : 
Be therefore quick, and take thy laſt farewel ; 
Farewel, my love.—Eternally farewel 

Alex. © my Hepheſtion, bear me, or I fink. 
Why, my Satire, will you uſe me thus? 


I know the cauſe, my working brain divines it; 


You ſay you've pardon'd, but with this reſerve, 
Never again to bleſs me with your love, 

Sia. All ſeeing Heav'n fupport me. 

Alex. Speak to me, 
Speak to me, love, tho? baniſhment and death | 
Hang on thy 7] $6 yet while thy tongue pronounces 

11] a while ſuſpend my pains, 

And mitigate the korrors of deſpair. 


O!] cov'd I ſee you thus! 
Sta. Why did I ſwear } his ſorrows wound my heart, 


Soft pity pleads, and I again muſt love him: 
But I have ſworn, and therefore cannot yield. 
Alex. Go then, RG, triumph in my . 
| | e 


Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart, 
For now ' tis plain you never lov'd. Statira! ! 

O! I could found that charming cruel name, 

ill the tir'd echo faint with repetition ; 

il] all the breathleſs groves, and quiet myrtles, 
Shook with my ſighs, as if a tempeſt bow'd em, 
Ever Statira! nothing but Statira / - 


Such his ſoft ſighs, and his deJuding tears . 
hen with that pleaſing perjur'd breath avowing, 
His whiſpers trembled thro? my ered'lous ears, 
\nd told the ſtory of my utter ruin. 
ods ! if I ſtay, I ſhall again believe: : 
Farewel, thou greateſt pleaſure, greatelt pain. 
Alex, I charge ye, ſtay her; ſtay her by the gods 
O turn thee, thou bewitching brightneſs, turn; 
Hear my laſt words, and ſee my dying pangs. 
Lo! at your feet, behold a monarch falls, | 
A prince, who gave the;conquer'd world to thee, _ 
And thought thy love bought cheaply with the gift ; 
Whoſe glories, laurels, bloom but in thy ſmiles, 
Now ſhrunk and blaſted by thy cruel hate, 
Untimely falls. Yet, Oh! when thou ſhalt die, 
May death be mild as thou art cruel now ; 1 
And may thy beauties gently ſink te the earth, 
While circling angels waft thee to repoſe. 
Sy/c Art thou turn'd ſavage? Is thy heart of marble? 
But if this poſture move thee not to pity, 
I never will ſpeak more. | 
Alex. O my Statira! * © 
I ſwear, my queen, T'JI not outlive our parting. 
My ſoul grows ſtill as death. Say, wilt thou parcon? 
*Tis all I aſk. Wilt thou forgive the tranſports 
Of a deep wounded heart, and all is well ? 
Sta. Riſe, and may Heav'n forgive you, like 
Statira. NN: 5 | 
Alex, You are too gracious.—Clytas, bear me hence. 
When J am laid Y th? earth yield her the world. 
There's ſomething here, that heaves as cold as ice, 
That ſtops my breath. 12 farewel for ever! 
„ 5 75 | : : Sta. 
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Sta. Such was his looks, ſo melting was his voice, 
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Sta. Hold off, and let me run into his arms 
My life, my love, my lord, my Alexander, 
If thy Szatzre's love can give the joy, | 
Revive, and be immortal as the gods. 

Alex. My flutt'ring heart, tumultuous with i its bliſ, 
Wou'd leap into thy boſom: tis too much. 
O let me preſs thee in my eager arms, 
And ſtrain thee hard to my IIA breaſt. 

Sta. But ſhall Roxana ; 

Alex. Let her not be nam'd. 
Oi madam, how ſhall I repay your goodneſs? 
And you, my fellow warriors, who cou'd weep 
For your loſt king? But talk of griefs no _ 
The banquet waits, and I invite you all. 
My equals in the throne, as in the grave, 
Without diſtinction come, and fhare my joy. 

Clyt. Excuſe me, ir, if I for once am abſent. 
Alex. Excuſe thee, Chins! None ſhall be excus'd, 

All revel out the day, *tis my command, 
Gay as the Per/ian god ourſelf will ſtand, 
With a crown'd goblet in our lifted hand; 
Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, | 2 


— 


While antic meaſures beat the burthen'd ground, 


And to the vaulted fkies our trumpets clangors ſound 
Lon, 


„„ | 
Euter Clytus, Hepheſtion, aud Eumenes. 
1 RGE me no more, I hate the Perſfan dreſs, 
Nor ſhould the king be angry at the rev*- 
rence 

I owe my country ;—ſacred are her cuſtoms, 
And honeſt Chtus will to death obſerve *em. 
O let me rot in Macedonian rags, 
Or, like Calif henes be cag'd for life, 
Rather than ſhine in faſhions of the eaſt. 

£un. Let me, brave Chrus, as-a friend, intreat 


Jou, 
8 Heph, 


— 


bliſe, 
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Heph. What virtue is there that adorns a throne, 
Exalts the heart, and digbifles the man, © 
Which ſhines not brightly in our royal maſter?;⁰ 
And yet perverſely you'll oppoſe tis will, 
And thwart an innocent unkurtful huweur. 
Chr. Unhurtful ! Oh tis monſtrous affectation ! 
Pregnant with venom, in its nature black, | 
Pas, not to be excus*d!—Shall man, weak man, 
Exact the rev'rence which we pay to Heaven! 
And bid his fellow creatures kneel before him, 
And yet be innocent? Hepbeſfion, no! 
The pride that lays a claim to adoration, 


Taſults our reaſon, and provokes the gods. 


Eum. Yet what was Fove, the god whom we adore? 
Was he not once a man, and rais'd to Heav'n 
For gen'rous acts, and virtues more than human? 
Heph. By all his thunder, and his ſcv'reign pow'r, 
I'Il not believe the world yet ever felt 5 
An arm like Alexander s. Not that god 
You nam'd, tho” riding in a car of fire, 
Cou'd in a ſhorter ſpace do greater deeds, 
Or more effectually 2 taught mankind 
To bend ſubmiſſive, and confeſs his ſway. 
Cht. I tell you, boy, that Chtus loves the king 
As well as you, or any ſoldier here; | 
Yet I diſdain to ſosthe his growing pride; 
The hero charms me, but the god offends. 
Heph. Then go not to the banquet. 
Cir. I was bid, | | 


Young minion, was I not, as well as you'? 
I'll go, my friend, in this old habit, thus, 


And laugh and drink the king's health heartily ; 
And while you, bluſhing, bow yeur heads to earth, 
And hide 'em in the duſt—Pll ftand ere, | 
Straight as a ſpear, the pillar of my country, 

And be by ſo much nearer to the gods. 

Hepb. But ſee, the king appears. WP. 
Enter Alexander, Statira, Syſigambis, Pariſatis, aud 
| Alitendants | 


Par. O gracious monarch ! 
| | | Spare 
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Spare him, O ſpare Lifimachus's life! 

I know you will—tbe brave delight i in mercy. | 
Alex. Shield me, Statira, ſhield me from her ſorrows, 
Par. Save him, O ſave him, ere it be too late; 

Speak the kind word, let nat your ſoldier periſh 

For one raſh action, by deſpair occaſion'd ! : 

I'll follow thus, for ever on my knees; 

You ſhall not paſs. Statira! O intreat him! 

Alex. O! madam, take her, take her from about me ! 
Her ſtreaming eyes aſſail my. very ſoul, OR 
And ſhake my beſt reſolves. T7 | : 

Sta. Did I not break _ 

Thro? all for you? nay, now my lord, you ot: 

By all th' obedience I have paid you long, 

By all your paſſion, ſighs, and tender looks, 

O ſave a prince, whoſe only- crime is love. | 
Sy/. had not join'd in this bold ſuit, my ſon, 

Bur: that it adds new luſtre to your honours, 
Alex. Honour! what's that! has not Szarira ſaid it? 


Mere I the king of the blue firmament, 


And the bold Titians ſhould again make war, 


Tho' my reſiſtleſs thunders were prepar'd, 


By all the gods ſhe ſhould arreſt my arm, 
Uplifted to deſtroy em. Fly, Hepheſtion : 
Fly, Clytas ; ſnatch him from the jaws of death, 
And to the royal banquet bring him ftraight, 
Bring him in triumph, fit for loads of honour. 
[ Exeunt Heph. Clyt. Eum. and Par. 
Sta. O my lov'd lord! why are you thus obliging, 
Beyond expreſſion, kind? 8 
Alex. Excellent woman ! 
*T'is not in nature to ſupport ſuch joy. 
Sta. Go, my beſt love, unbend you at the banquet: : 
Indulge in joy, and laugh your cares awey 3 
While in the bowers of great Semiramis 
I dreſs your bed with all the ſweets of natue, 
And crown it, as the altar of our loves ; 
Where I will lay me down, and ſoftly mourn, 
But never cloſe my eyes, till you return. 
f Exennt Stat. and Sy, 
Alew 


it? 
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Alex. Is ſhe not more than mortal can defire ?* 
As Tenus lovely, and as Dian chaſte ?: 
And yet, I know not why, our parting ſhocks me; 
A ghaſily paleneſs ſat upon her brow; ;/ 
Her voice, like dying echoes, fainter grew'; 
And as I wrung her by the roſy fingers, 
Methought the firings of my great heart were crack'd: 
What could it mean? forward, Laomedon. 

Enter Roxana, Caſſander, Poliperchon, &c. 
Why, madam, gaze you thus? | 

Rox. For a laſt look, 55 
And to imprint the memory of my wrongs, 

Roxana's wrong's, on Alexander's mind. 


* 


Alex. On to the banquet. l cum Suit. 


Rox. Ha! with juch difdain ! 

S5 unconcern'd! O I could tear myſelf, 

Him, you, and all the hateful world to atoms, 
Caf. Still keep this fpirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 


And know us for your friends, We like your rage; 


Tis lovely in you, and your wrongs require it; 
Here, in the ſight of Heaven, Caſſander ſwears, 
Unaw'd by death, to fecond your revenge. Y 
Speak but the word, and, ſwift as thought can fly, 
The tyrant falls a vidtim to your fury. | 
Rox. Shall he then die? ſhall I conſent to kill him? 
I, that have jor Pie with that eager fondneſs, 
Shall I confent to have him baſely murder?d, | 
And ſce him claſp'd in the cold arms of death? 
Worlds ſhould not tempt me to that deed of horror. 
Pol. The weak fond fcruples of your love might paſs, 
Was not the empire of the world concera'd : | 
But, madam, think when time ſhall teach his tongue, 
How will the glorious infant which you bear, 
Arraign his partial mother, for refuſing 
To fix him on the throne, which here we offer? 
Caf. If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor will your child, Old S gambit plans 
Your ſure deſtruction. Boldly then, prevent her, 
Give but the word, and Alexander dies. 3 


4 
| 
| 


- 
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Pol. Not he alone, the Perfiax race ſhall bleed- 
At your command, one univerſal ruin, | 
Shall, like a deluge, whelm the eaſtern world, 
Till gloriouſly we raiſe you to the throne. 

Rox. But, till the mighty ruin be accompliſh'd' 
Where can Roxana fly th' avenging arms 
Of thoſe who muſt ſucceed this godlike man? 

Caf. Wou'd you vouchſafe in theſe expanded arms. 
To ſeek a refuge, what cou'd hurt you here? 

There you might reign, with undiminiſh'd luſtre, >, 
Queen of the eaſt, and empreſs of my ſoul. 

Rox. Diſgrac'd Roxana! wnither art thou fall'n ? _ 
Till this curſt hour, I never was unhappy :- 
There's not one mark of former majeſty, 

To awe the flave, that offers at my honour. 

Caf. Impute not, madam, my unbounded paſſion 
To want of rev*rence—I have lov'd you long. 

+ Rox. Peace, villain, peace, and let me hear no more. 
Think'ſt thou I'd leave the boſom of a god, 

And ſoop to thee, thou moving piece of earth? 
Hence, from my fight, and never more preſume 

To meet my eyes; for mark me, if thou.dar'ſt,. 

To Alexander I'll unfold thy treaſon ;. WD. 
Whoſe life, in ſpite of all his wrongs to me, 
Shall fill be ſacred, and above thy malice, 

Caf. By your own life, the greateſt oath I ſwear,. 
Caſfſander's paſſion from this hour is dumb ;. 
And, as the beſt atonement I can make, 

Statira dies, the victim of your vengeance. 

Rox. , Cafſander, riſe, tis ample expiation. 
Yes, rival, yes—this night ſhall be thy laſt, 
This night, Eknow, is deſtin'd for thy triumph, 
And gives my Alexander to thy arms. 

O! murd'rous thought! | 
| Pol The bow'rs of great Semiramir are made 
Phe ſcene of love; Perdiccas holds the guard. 

Caf. Now is your time. While Alexander revels, 
And the whole court re-echoes with his riot, — 
To end her, and with her to end your fears. 
Give me but half the Zogdian ſlaves that 3 

| A 


— 


nd deem her dead. Nor ſhall a foul eſcape, 

hat ſerves your rival to diſperſe the news. 

Rox. By me, they die, Perdiccas and Statira ; 
ence with thy aid, I neither aſk nor want it, 

ut will myſelf conduct the ſlaves to battle: 

Vere the to fall by any arm but mine, 

Vell might ſhe murmur, and arraign her ſtars ; 

is .life well loſt to die by my command; 
hat muſt it be to periſh by my hand? Gon 
ival rejoice, and, pleas'd, reſign tay breath, 
Poxana's vengeance grants thee noble death. [ Tait. 
Caf. All but her Fove this Semele diſdains; 
Ve muſt be quick—ſhe may perhaps betray 

he great deſign, and fruſtrate our revenge. © 
Pol. Has Philip got inſtructions how to aQ? 


eſolves to execute the fatal order. 
ear him this vial—it contains a poiſon 
Df that exalted force, that deadly nature, 
hou*d Z/culapins drink it, in five hours | 
For then it works) the god himſelf were mortal. 
drew it from Nonacris? horrid ſprings __ 
ix'd with his wine, a ſitigle drop gives death, 
And ſends him howling to the ſhades below. 
Pol. I know its power, for Ive ſeen it try'd : 
ains of all ſorts thro” every nerve and artery + 
At once it ſcatter burns at once and freezes, 

ill, by extremity of torture forc'd, : 
he ſoul conſents to leave her joyleſs home, 
and ſeek for eaſe in worlds unknown to this 
Caſ. Now let ns part: with Theſſalus and Philip 
afte to the barquet—at his ſecond call, = 
et this be given him, and it crowns our hopes. 

ow, Alexander, now we'll ſoon be quits, | 
death for a blow is intereſt indeed. I[Axeunt. 
\lexander, Perdiccas, Caſſander, Polyperchon, Eu- 
menes, &c. diſcovered at the banquet. 


= \11 drink it deep; and while the bowl goes round, 
und. ars and Bellona join to make us muſic, ' 8 
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Caf. He has, my friend; and, faithful to our cauſe, 


Alex. To ourimmortal health, and our fair queen's: | 


An 


An hundred bulls be offered to the n, (25 70 
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White as his beams: ſpeak the big voice of war; 
Beat all our drums, and ſeund our ſilver trumpets; 
Provoke the gods to follow our example, 
In bowls of nectar, and replying thunder. 

Enter Clytus, Hepheſtion, and Lyſimachus "Blood, 

C/yz. Long live the king; long live great Alexander; 
And conqueſt crown his arms with deathleſs laurels, 
Propitious to his friends, and all he favours. 

Alex. Did I not give can you ſhould preſerv 

To Lyfemachus ? 

Hep. Dread ſir, you did. 

Alex. What, then 
Portend theſe bloody marks? 

Heph. Ere we-arriv'd,;. : LEE 
Perdiccas, bad already plac'd the rince. 
In a lone court, all but his hands unarm'd. 


Chyt. On them were gauntlets: ſuch was his ne 


In death to ſhew the difference betwixt 
The blood of Sacus and common men. 
Forth iſſuing from his den, amaz' d we ſaw r [ 
The horrid ſavage, with whoſe hideous roar .  - 
The palace ſhook. His angry eye · balls glaring 
Wich triple fury, menac'd eath and ruin. 
Heph. With unconcern. the gallant prince advancet 
Now Pari/atis be the glory thige, 
But mine the danger, were his only words; 
For as he ſpoke, the furious beaſt deſcried bim ; 
And ruſh'd outrageous to devour his 1 
. Clyt. Agile and vigorovs, he avoids the ſhock 
With a ſlight blow; and, as the lion turn'd, 
Thruſt gauntlet, arm, ad all into his ere 
And with Herculean ſtrength tears forth the wanne: a 
Foaming and bloody, the diſabled ſavage 
Sunk to the earth, and ploughed it with his teeth ; 
While with an active bound your conquering ſoldier 
Leap'd on his back, and daſh'd his ſcull in pieces, 
Alex. By all my laurels *twas a god- 18 3 7 
And ' tis my glory, as it ſhall be thine. a 


T FRET Alexander cou'd not pardon thee, 10 


— 
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To OU my brave ſoldier, think not, all the pray rs 
Ir ; And tears of the lamenting queens cou'd move me, 
npets; Mike what thou haſt perform'd ; grow to my breaſt. 
r Ly/. Thus, ſelf-condemn'd, and conſcious of my 
ow ſhall. I ſtand ſuch onexampled goodneſs. (guilt, 
O pardon, fir, the tranſports of deſpair, 
The frantic outrage of ungovern'd love. 
Even when I ſhew'd the greateſt want of reverence, 
cou'd have died, with rapture, in your ſervice. 
Alex. Lyſ. e, we both have been tranſported * 
But from this hour be certain of my heart. 

\ lion be the impreſs of thy ſhield, 
\nd that gold armour we from Porus won 8 
Thy king preſents thee—but thy wounds aſk reſt. 
Ly/. I have no wounds, dread ſir; or, if 1 had, 
ere they all mortal, they ſhould fiream unminded, 5 
hen Alexander was the glorious health. 
Alex. Thy hand, Hepheftion. Claſp him to thy 
And wear him ever near thee. Pariſatit heart, 
Shall now be his who ſerves me beſt in war. 
Neither reply, but mark the charge I give: 
Live, live as friends —You will, 42 muſt, you ſhall; 


FY/ oo 
rander 
arels, 


reſeryt 


defire, 


3 


'Tis a god gives you life, | „ 
5 cht. Ol monſtrous vanity! . 
anced Alex. Ha! what ſays Chiu ? who am 9 
| Che. The ſog 
Of good king Philip. 
Ei Alex. By my kinered gods. 
| "Tis falſe. Great Ammon gave me birth. 
4 Cht. I've done, | 
Alex, Clytus, what means that dreſs ? give him A 
Take it, and wear it. [robe there, 
gue; Ct. Sir, the wine, the weather 
5 Has heated me; beſides, you know my humour. 
th; Alex. O, *tis not well: I'd rather periſh; burn, 
oldie Than be ſo fiogular and froward. | | 
es. Clyt, I— 


Would burn, hang, drown, bet! in a better cauſe. 
LI N or babe f for. ſacred Fogg. e * 5 | 
ith - 


\ 
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With any here. Fill me another bowl, 
Will you excuſe me? 
Alex. You will be excuſed. 
Bat let him have his humour: he is old. 
Clyt. So was your father, fir ; this to his mem'ry 
Sound all the trumpets there, | | 
Alex. They ſhall not ſound | 
Till the king drinks. Sure, I was born to wage 
Eternal war. All are my enemies; | ? 
Whom I cou'd tame—But let the ſports go on. 
I Ly/. Nay, Chtus, you that cou'd advite fo well. 
Alex. Let him perfift, be-poſitive and proud, 
Envious and ſullen *mongſt the nobler fouls, 
Like an infernal ſpirit that hath ſtole 
From hell, and mingled with the mirth of gods. 
Che. When gods grow hot, no difference I know 
— them and devils—Fill me Greet wine.— 
et 5 
Yet fuller—T want ſpirits. 
Alex. Let me have muſic. 
Ciyt. Muſic for boys—Cly:zus would hear the groans 
Of dying ſoldiers and the neigh of ſteeds ; 
Or, if I muſt be peſter'd with ſhrill ſounds, 
Give me cries of matrons in ſack'd towns. 
Heph. Let us Lyfimachus awake the king; 
A heavy gloom is gathering on his brow, 
Kneel all, with humbleſt adoration kneel, 
And let a health to Jowe's great ſon go round. 
Alex. Sound, ſound, that all the nniverſe may hear, 
O for the voice of Jove, the world ſhould know , 
The kindneſs of my people. —Riſe, O riſe, 
My hands, my arms, my heart, are ever yours. 
Clyr, I did not kiſs the earth, nor mult your hand 
1 am unworthy, fir. 5 | 
Alex. I know thou art: | 
Thou envieſt the great honour of thy maſter. 
Sit, all my friends. Now let us talk of war 
The nobleſt ſubje& for a ſoldier's mouth; 
And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, elſe you love me not. 
Who, think you, was the greateſt general, 
That ever led an army to the field? | 


. 


Hegb. 


Heph. A chief ſo great, ſo fortunately brave, 
And juſtly fo renown'd as Alexander, r, 
The radiant ſun, fince firſt his beams gavelight,: 
ever yet ſaw, or ever ſhall again. 2 
Ly/. Such was not Cyrus, or the fam'd Alcider, | 
or great Achilles whoſe tempeſtuous ſword | 1 
aid Troy in aſhes, tho? the warring gods ' | 
Dppos'd him. LEST I Fer J 
| Alex. O!] you flatier me, yon flatter nme. 
* Chyt. They do indeed; and yet you love em for't; 
Nat hate.cld Chytus for his hardy virtue. | 
well, Nome, {ball I ſpeak a man, with equal bravery, —_ 
| 4 better general, and experter ſoldier. 
g Alex. | ſhould be glad to learn; inſtruct me, fir. * 
Clyz. Your father, Philis.— I have ſeen him march, 
\nd fought beneath his dreadful banner, where 
he boldeft at this table would have trembled. 
ay, frown not, fir, you cannot look me dead. 
hen Greets join*d Greeks, then was the tug of war, 
he labour'd battle ſweat, and conqueſt bled. 
hy ſhould I fear to ſpeak a bolder truth, 
han e'er the lying prieſts of Annes told you; 
NP fought men, but Alexander women, 
Alex. All envy, ſpite and envy by the gods ! 
Is then my glory come to this at laſt, 83 
To conquer women ! nay, he ſaid the ſtouteſt, 
The ſtouteſt here wou?d tremble at his dangers. 
In all the ſickneſs, all the wounds I bore, 
When from my reins the javelin's head was cut, 
Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion, ſpeak Perdiccas, 3 
Did I once tremble? O! the curſed falſhood ! 
Did I once ſhake or groan ; or act beneath 
The dauntleſs reſolution of a king ? 
Ly/. Wine has tranſported him. 
Ales. No, *tis mere malice, 
I war” woman too, at Oxydrace, T0 
Whei planting on the walls a ſcaling ladder, 
I mounted, ſpight of ſhow'rs of ſtones, bars, arrows, 
And all the lumber which they thunder'd down 5 5 
| 5 IT en 


roans 


Hegh. 
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When you beneath ery'd out, and ſpread your arms, 
That I ſhould leap among you. Did I ſo? 

Zy/. Dread fir, the old man knows not what heſay:, 

Alex. Was I a woman, when, like Mercury, 

J leap'd the walls and flew amidſt the foe; 
And, like a baited lion, dy*d myſelf 

All over in the blood of thoſe bold hunters, 

Till, ſpent with toil, I battled on my knees, 

Pluckt forth the darts, that made my ſhield a foreſt, 
And hurl'd 'em back with moſt unconquer'd fury ? 
Then, ſhining in my arms, I ſun'd the field; 
Mov'd, ſpoke, and fought, and was myſelf a war. 

Clyt. *T was all bravado. For, before you leap'd, 
You ſaw that I had burſt the gates aſunder. 

. ar ! that thou wert but once more young and 

'rous, | 
That I ks ſtrike thee proſtrate to the earth, 
For this audacious lie, thou feeble dotard. 

Cht. I know the reaſon why you uſe me thus. 

I ſav'd yon from the ſword of bold Rhz/aces, 
Elſe had your godſhip ſlumber'd in the dutt 
And moſt ungratefully you hate me for it. 

Alx. Hence from the en Thus far I forgive 

tee. 

Chyt. Firſt try (for none can want forgiveneſs more 
To have your own. bold blaſphemies forgiven, 1755 
The ſhameful riots of a vicious life. | 
Philotas“ murder. | 

Alex. Ha! what ſaid the traitor! 

Heph. Clytus, withdraw ; Eumenes, force him hence, 
He muſt not tarry. Drag him to the door. 

Clyt. No, let him ſend me, if I muſt be your, 
To Philip, Attalus, Califthenes, 

To great Parmenio, and his ſlaughter'd ſons, 

Alex. Give me a javelin. 

Heph. Hold, fir. 

Alex. Sirrah ! off, | 
Leſt I at once ſtrike thro? his heart and thine, 


Ly/. O lacred * have but a moment's f 
A ON) 


eſays, 


orgive 


more 


hence. 


ie, 


ence. 
Alex, 


Ales, What! hold my arms? I hall be murder'd here, 
Like poor Darius, by my barb'rous' ſubjetts. Re. FR 
Perdiccas, ſound our trumpets to the eam 
Call all my ſoldiers to the court. Nay, BE 3 
For there is treaſon plotting gainſt my life, 
And I ſhall'periſh ere they come to fave me. 

Begone to Philip, Attalns, Califthenes,  [Stabs him, 
And let, bold ſubjefts learn by thy example, 
Not to provoke the patience of their prince. 


Clyt. The rage of wine is drown'd in guſhing blood. 


O Alexander ! I have been to blaine: 
Hate me not after death. For I repent, 
That I ſo far have urg'd your noble nature. 
Alex. What's this Ihear! ſay on, my dying ſoldier. 
Ciyt. I ſhou'd have kill'd myſelf, had I but liv'd 
To be once ſober :—Now I fall with honour; 
My own hands wou'd have brought yout death. 0 
ardon! | | Dies. 
Alex. Then Iam loſt; what has my vengeance done! 
Who is it thou haſt lain? Clytus ! what was he? 
The faithfulleſt ſubject, worthieſt counſellor, ' 
The braveſt ſoldier, he who ſav'd thy life, 
Fighting bare-headed at the river Granick, 
And now he has a noble recompence ; 


For a raſh word ſpoke in the heat of wine. 


The poor, the honeſt Ciytus, thou haſt flain : 


Chuus, thy friend, thy guardian, thy preferver, 


Heph. Remove the body, it inflames his ſorrow. 
Alex. None dare to touch him; wemuſt never part, 

Cruel Hepbeſtion and Lyfimachus, 

That had the power, yet wou'd not hold me. Oh ! 
Ly/. Dear fir, we did. | 
Alex. I know ye did ; ye held me 

Like a wild beaſt, to let me go again 

With greater violence. —O ye've undone me? 

Excuſe it not, you that cou'd ſtop a lion 

Cou'd not turn me; ye ſhould have drawn your ſwords, 

And barr'd my rage with their advancing inte ; 

Made reaſon glitter in my dazzled eye, | 

Till I had ſeen * precipice before me: 


That 
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| Clytus wou'd ſo have done to ſave your lives. 


That dare, in duty, to difarm my maſter: | 


That tends / to ſave my life.— Here will J lie, 
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That had been noble, that had ſhewn the friend 1 


Ly/. 3 men ſhall hear how highly you were 
arg'd—, 
Alex. No you have let me Rain my riſing 8100 
Which elſe had ended brighter than the ſun: 
O! Iam all a blot, which ſeas of tears, 
And my heart's blood can never waſh away; 
Yet tis but juſt I try, and on the point, 
Still reaking; hurl my black. ee _ 
Hepb. O! ſacred fir— | 4 
LV. Forgive my pious hands | 


Alex. Yes, cruel men, ye now can ſhew your 
ſtrength; 
Here's not a ſlave, but dares: oppoſe my juſtice, 
Yet none had courage to prevent this murder; 
But I will render all endeavours vain 


{ Falls on Clytus, 

Cloſe to my murder's ſoldier's bleeding fide, 

Thus claſping his cold body in my arms, 

Till death, like bis, has clos'd my eyes for ever. 

Enter Perdiccas. 
Per. py ! foul treaſon Hepbeſtion. where's the 
ing? - + 
Heph. = Ag by old Ciytus fide, whom he hath ſain, 
Per. Riſe, ſacred fir, and haſte to ſave the queen. 

Roxana, fill'd with furious jealouſy, 

Came with a guard, unmark*d: ſhe gain'd the bow'r, 

And broke upon me with ſach ſudden fury, 

That all have periſh'd who oppos'd her rage. 
Alex. What ſays Perdiccas P is the queen in danger? 
Per. Haſte, fir, to your Statira, or ſhe dies, 

Alex. Thus from the grave I riſe to ſave my love; 


All draw your ſwords, on wings of light'ning move, 


Young Ammen leads you, and the cauſe js love; 


When Iruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, 


Tis buy calls, and glory rn rr "way. 
[ Exe. 
ACT 


lytus, 


er. 
e's the 


1 lain, 
een. 


bow'r, 


inger! 


ve; 
ove, 


Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc'd with tears, 


My Alexander | wou' d that he were here! 


| Wou'd awe a princeſs that is born above her: 


Fain wou'd I find thee worthy of my vengeance ; 


OTH. 
re 
1 ' N 
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4 5 T 
enn The Bower of Stmiramis. 


Statira 4 Havered afleep. | „ 
1888 me, ye pow'rs above, and guard | my _— 


virtue! 

Where are you fled, dear ſhades? Where are vou fled} 
*'Twas but a dream,. and yet I ſaw and heard 

My royal parents, who, while pious care 


Sta. 


Tears ſuch as angels weep,” this hour my laſt, 
But hence with fear—my Alexander comes, 
And fear and danger ever fled from him. 


For, O! 1 tremble, and a thouſand terrors 5 2 
Ruſh in upon me, and alarm my heart: 1 
But hark, tis he, and all my fears are fled ; 5 
My life, my joy, my Alexander comes. ; 
Nor. 3 Make faſt the gate with all 10 mag 
ars; 
At length we ve conquer d this tupeudous height, 
And reach'd the grove, whoſe wonderful lee 
Is loft in clouds. 
Sta. Ye guardian gad defend me! 
Roxand's voice! then all the viſion” $ rug, 


And die I muſt. „„ 5 
A Enter Roxana, BN - f 10 2 Or 
Rox. Secure the brazen gate. ES | 14 


Where 1 is my rival? *tis Roxana calls, | 32933 
Sta. And what is ſhe, who,with ſuch tow? ring 42 ; 


Rox, Behold this dagger !\— Tis thy fate, Statira * 2 — 28 
Behold, and meet it as becomes a queen. N 1 


Here, take my weapon then; and, if thou dar * 
Ha, "Fun little * thou what Statira dares! 
es. 


% h ww 


Ves, cruel woman! yes, I dare meet death, 
With a reſolve, at which thy coward heart 
Wou'd ſhrink, For'terror hartnts the guilty mind; 
While conſcious innocence, that knows no fear 
Can, ſmiling paſs, and ſcorn thy idle threats. 2 
Rox. Return, fair inſolent! return, I ſay. 


| Dar'ſt thou, preſumptuous to invade my rights F. 


Reſtore him quickly to my longing arms, SE 
And with him give me back his broken vows, ö 
Or I will rend them from thy bleeding heart. 
Sta. Alas  Raxana ! tis not in my power; 
I cannot if I wou'd—And, O ye gods! L 
What were the world to Alexander's loſs? =» 3 
But love, thou know'ſt, was ever deaf to reaſon ? 
Wild as a ſtorm, and lawleſs as the ſea, . 
It laughs at council, and contemns reſtraint. 

Rex. O! ſorcereſs, to thy accurſed charms 


T owe the frenzy that diſtracts my ſoul ; 


To them Lowe my Alexander s loſs, 


Too late thou trembleſt at my juſt revenge, 


My wrongs cry out, and vengeance will have way, 
Sta. Yet think, Roxana, ere you plunge in murder, 
Think on the horrors that muſt ever haunt you 


Think on the furies, thoſe avenging miniſters 


Of Heav'ns high wrath, how they will tear your ſoul 5+ 


All day diſtract you with a thouſand fears; 


And when by night thou vainly ſeek'ſt repoſe, 
They'll gather round, and interrupt your ſlumbers 


With horrid, dreams, and terrifying viſions, 
Rex. Add ſtill, if poſſible, fuperior horrors. 
Rather than leave my great revenge unfiniſh'd, 

I'd dare 'em all, and triumph in the deed. | 
Therefore + - *. - | Holds up the dagger, 
Sta. Hold, hold, thy hand advanc'd in air, 
T read my ſentence written in thy eyes; 
Yet, O! Roxana, on thy black revenge, 


One kindly ray of female pity beam, 


And give me death in Alexander's preſence, 
Rox. Not for the world's wide empire ſhould'ſt thou 
1 1 . 5 Fool! 


taxarona TAE I 7 * 


Fool | bot we bin chow might'f unheeded live ; 
For his ſake only art thou doom's to die, 
The ſole remaining joy that glads my ſoul, _ 
15 to deprive thee of the heart I've loft. 
Enter a Slave. 


Slave, Madam, the king and all his guards are 


ü come. 
With frantic rage they thunder at the gate, 
And muſt ere this have gain'd admittance. 
Rox. Ha! 
Too leng I've trifled, Let me then redeem 
The time miſpent, and make great vengeance ſure, 
Sta. Is 4lexander, Ol ye gods, ſo nigh, 
And can he not preſerve me from her A 
Rox. Nor he, nor Heav'n ſhall ſhield t from my 
a, jane: 
Die, ſore 'reſs, and all my Ange dis with thee, 
[tabs Ber. 
Alex. [ without, ] Away ye Bares ſtand off —Quick, 
let me fl 
With light'nings wings; ; nor Heav'n, nor earth hall 
ſtop me. 
Euter Alexand er with Attendants. 
Alex. Ha! O, my foul! my queen, my love, Statirel 
Theſe wouuds | are theſe my promis'd Joys? 
Sta. Alas! 
My only love, my beſt and deareſt blefling, 
Wou'd I had died before you enter'd here; 
For thus delighted, while I gaze upon thee, 
Death grows more horrid, and Pm loth to leave thee, 
Alex. Thou ſhaltnot leave me Cruel, cruel ſtars 
O, where's the monſter, where's the horrid fiend, 
That ſtruck at innocence, and murdered thee ? 


Rox. Behold the wretch, who, deſperate of thy love, 8 


In jealous madneſs gave the fatal blow : 

A wretch, that to poſſeſs once more thy love, 

W with the blood of millions ftain her ſoul. 
3 dungeons, tortures, drag her from my 
| ght. 

Sia. My ſoul is on the wing. O come, my lord, 
59, C2 Haſte 
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gat FIE RIVAL QUEENS 7 of 
Haſte to my arms, and take a laſt farewel. 
Thos let me die. Oh! Oh! 

Alex. Look up my love. 

O Heav'n ! and will you, will you take her from mer 
Sta. Farewel my moſt lov'd lord: ah me, fare wel. 
1 ere I die, grant this e | 

Alex. O ſpeak, | 
That I may execute before I follow. thee. 
Sta. Leave not the world till Heav'n demandeyou. 
Spare 
Rexanaꝰ life. Twas love of you that caus'd 
The death ſhe gave me. And, O! ſometimes think 
Amidſt your revels, think on your poor queen; 
And, ere the chearful bowl ſalute your lips, 


Fe 


Inrich it with a tear, and I am happy. [Diet 


Alex. Yet, ere thou tak'ſt thy fight—She' 5 Bone. 
- ſhe's gope. 
All, all is huſh*d, no muſic now is heard ; 
T he roſes wither ; ; and the fragrant breath 
That wak'd their ſweets, ſhall never wake 'em more. 
- Rox. Weep not, my lord} no ſorrow can recal her. 
O!] tvrn your eyes, and, in Roxana's arms, 
You'll find fond love, and everlaſting truth. 
Alex. Hence from my ſight, and thank * dear 
„ Statira, 


That yet thou art alive. 


Rox. Ol take me to your arms. 
In ſpight of all your cruelty, I love vou: 


Ve, thus I'll faſten on your ſacred robe 


Thus,'or. my knees, for ever cling — thee, 
„Till you forgive me, or till death divide us. 
Alex. Ilence, fury, hence: there's not a glance of 
thine | 
But, like a bafiliſk, comes wing'd with. death. 
Rox. Ol ſpeak not thus, to one who kneels ſor 


mercy, 


Think for whoſe ſake it was I madly plung'd 


Into a crime abhorrent to my nature. 
Alex. Off, murd'reſs, off ! for ever ſhun my ſight; 1 
My eyes de teſt * for thy wy is ruin. 
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ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 53 

Rex. Barbarian ! yes, I will for ever ſhun thee. 
Repeated i injuries have ſteel'd my heart, 
And cou'd curſe myſelf for being kind, | 
If there is any majeſty above, N „„ 
Thas has revenge in ſtore for perjur'd bve, | 4 
Send Heav'n the ſwifteſt ruin on his head! 
Strike the deſtroyer ! lay the victor dead! 
Kill the triumpher! and avenge my wrong! 
In height of pomp, while he is warm and — 
Bolted with thunder, let him ruſh along. 
But what are curſes Curſes will not kill, x 
Nor eaſe the tortures, I am doom'd to feel, [ Exits 

Enter Evumenes, 8 

Zum. Pardon, dread fir, a fatal meſſenger, 
The royal Sifgambis is no more. | 
Struck with the horror of Sratira's fate, 
She ſoon expired, and, with the lateſt breath, 
Left Pariſatis to Ly/imachus. 
But what I fear moit deeply will affect you, 
Your lov'd Hepbe/ftion's mms 

Alex. Dead! then he is bleſt f : 
But here, here lies my fate. Hepheftion, Cm 
My victories all for ever folded up | 17 
In this dear body. Here my banner's loſt, 
My ſtandard's triumphs gone, I ſha!l run mad! 
Go, for the monument of this lov'd creature, 
Root up theſe bowers, and pave em all with gold, 
Draw dry the Ganger, make the Indies poor, 5 - iff 
To deck her tomb: no ſhrine nor altar ſpare, 1 
But itrip the pomp from gods to place 1 it there. 

© [ Exit eum fo 
Enter Caſſander. 355 

Caſ. He's gone but whither ?—follow 75 befſalui, 

Attend his ſteps, and let me know what paſſes. 
Brie Theſſalus, : » 
Vengeance lie ſtill, thy cravings ſhall be .... 9 
Death roams at large, the furies are unchain'd, | 0 
And murder plays her mighty maſter-piece, 
Enter Polyperchon, 

Saw you 10 king ? he parted hence this moment. 
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54 THE RIVAL QUEENS; OR; 
Pol. Ves; with diſorder'd wildneſs in his looks; | 


He ruſh'd along, till, with a caſual glance, 


He ſaw me where I ſtood :. then ſtepping ſhort, 

Draw near, he ery'd—and graſp'd my hand in his, 
Where more than fevers rag*d in ev'ry vein... 5 
O Poly perchon # I have loſt my queen! 

Statira's dead !—and as he ſpoke, the tears 


— 


TY Enter Theſſalus. 


Caf. Where is he, Thefſalus?2 FP 
Thef. 1 left him circled by a crowd of princes, - 
The poiſon. tears him with that height of horror, 
Ev*n Icou'd pity him—he call'd the chiefs ; | 
Embrac'd em round - then, ſtarting from amidſt' em, 
Cried out, I come — tas Ammon's voice; Lknow it-— 
Father, I come; but, let me, ere J go, 1 
Diſpatch the buſineſs of a kneeling world. | 
Pol. No more; I hear him we muſt meet anon. 
Caſ. In. Saturn's field—there give a looſe to rupture, 
Enjoy the tempeſt we, ourſelves, have rais'd, | 
And triumph in the wreck which crowns our vengeance... 
e 5 [xen 


SCENE The Palace. 


75 N N 72 5 . N 
De. Hence, hence, away! . 5 


Alexander, abith his bair diſbewelbd, Lyſimacbus, 


Eumenes, Perdicas, and Atizndants. 


| wounded reins— 

Pull, draw it out. | Mk 
Ly/. We have ſeareh'd,. but find no hurt. 
Alex. O, I am ſhots. a forked burning arrow 

Sticks croſs my ſhoulders ; the ſad venom flies 


Like lightning thro? my fleſh, my blood, my marrow. 


IL. How fierce his fever! 


Alex. Ha! what a change of torments I endure! 


A bolt of ice runs hiſſing thro' my bowels ; 
s, ſure, the arm of death; give me a chair; 
: . Cover 


* 
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ALEXANDER THE GREAT,” 44x on 4: 
Cayer me, for I:freeze, and my teeth chatten, VVV. 
And my knees knock together. 1 
er o bad ann - "Lo 
Alex. Ha l who talks of Heaven 7 7 1 
T am all hell; I burn, I burn again; 


The war grows wond' rous hot; hey for the Bere! | 3 
Bear me, e e amongſt the billows, : | Xi 9 

Fend into the 1 2 
© tis a noble beaſt ; I wou'd not change him 1 1 


For the beſt horſe the ſun has in his table; 1 
For they are hot, their mangers full of coals; po 
'Their manes are flakes of light'ning,. curls of fi +8 
And their red tails like meteors whiik: about. | 15A 4 
bo: Help all; Funenes, help. * 4 
Alex. Ha, ha, ha! I ſhall die with laughter. L ; | 
Parmenio, Clytus, do you ſee yon fello j, 
That ragged ſoldier, that poor tatter'd Greet? . 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Perfians, i 
With nothing but a ruſty helmet on, thro? N 
The Sriſiy briſtles of his puſhing beard SS EE 4g 70 5 4 
Drive 'em like pikes—ha { ha l ha 1 i — 0 
Per. How wild he talks! 4 2s 2 
Ly/. Vet warring in his wildneſs. : 
Aler. Sound, ſound, keep your ranks cloſer. 17 65 5 
1 now they come; | 77 5 1 
O the brave din, the noble clank of arms... + bak. 4 
Charge, charge apace, and let the Phalanx move: | 
Darius comes —ay, tis Darius; _ = 
I ſee, I know him-by the ſparkling plumes; | 4 
And his gold chariot drawn by ten white horſes. - 
But, like a tempeſt, thus I pour upon him— 1 
He bleeds ; with that laſt blow I brought him down; _. 
He tumbles, take him, / ſnatch the imperial crown... -- 1 
They fly, they fly; follow, follow Victoria, a 


Vittoria, Viftoria— 
Leeb. into the Soldier's arms. 
Per. Let's bear him ſoftly to his bed. 
Alex. Hold, the leaſt motion gives me ſudden death 
My vital ſpirits are quite parch'd, burnt up. 
And all uy _— nn turn'd to aſhes. 
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38 Tag RAL Quant; & | 
3 3%. When yon, the brighteſt tar that ever hene, 7 
3 a it muſt be e as for v rr. 
_ Alex. Let me embrace you all, before I die. 
=_ - 4 „ 
mn We not my dear companions, the good gods 
N Shal bend ye in my ſtead a noblen — 5 | 
AY One that ſhall lead ye forth with matchlefs conduct. - 4 
þ 'Y 27. * not our hearts with 0 unkind ex- | 
. premons. - | f 
6 EE Per. We will not part with you, nor change for - 
| | | Alem. Perdicear, take this ring, BY 4 
1 And ſee me laid in the temple of Fugiter anne... - |» 
E. To whom does your dread ** degueate O; 
The empire of the world ?- a Vo 
Alex. To him that is moſt worthy. | T, 
Per. When will you, ſacred fir, that we mould ge H. 
To your great memory thoſe divine honours © N 4, 
Which fuch exalted virtue does deſerve? . 
4 Alex. When you are moſt happy, and in peace. 7 
Your hands —0 Father, if I have diſcharg'd — * 2 
| f The duty of a man to empire born; | 1 
If by unwearied toil. I have deſerv'd | 8,77 
The vaſt renown of thy adopted fon, _ ER 
Accept this ſoul which thou did'R firſt inſpire, 7 „ 
| And which' this figh thus gives thee back — 4 WW 
277 There fell the pride and glory of the war, | - 
If there be treaſon let us find it out; ; | By 
Lyfimachas ſtands forth to lead you on; | Ta 
And Ow by _ moſt 8 dear — Ay 
He will not taſte Joys which beauty brings, 8. 
Until he N pts = ben of e Ins) > Bb 
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spoken by R OXA N A. ee 
age ' for murder lo 7 I Hand before ts es 
But ere you paſs my {ny , hear my for... * 
4 nn pate a νν, were ſhe int my place, = 5 
Gre brook ſuch »f/age ? Horrible diſgrace { | Sn = 
kiſs the ſaucy minx 1 74 my face. . 1 
* on her neck, and ſigh, and "rs Chr: and e ow. 
| Ob, Toe not patience with the filthy fellow. : TY et 
: What, tho" one world my hero bets ait, = | 
One 7 any hero*s ſure ſiufici en. 
You muft allows *tevould any Mn bs 


To loſe the only comfort. of one's ſex. 


5 Her nuptual right 2 wor 15 you all would 2 1 5 
| And half a hu  'euhat wife cod bear PE. 2 
But-what flill nach met all the reſt provokes me, EF 
To think his crawns and ſceptret Oer ch coax „ 
Let all the empiresf the world's wide han 
Be her's—but not an atom of my man. | 5 h 
Mythiek} I bear tach wedded fair-one cry, ' © © 
Well dine, Roxana he deſersd t# di. 
What Ghriftian: wife cou d bear fuch double . Lag 55 
And ſure your heal hen women have their feeling. g 
Tro wives { *Tis matrimonial fornication «s n 
Pray Heaw'n avert ſuch cuſtoms from this nation 1. n 
By ſuch let Eaſtern wives be bubbled till, 
Tavo wires { for ſhame; tavo huſbandi"tf you 11 3 
Ay, this indeed might ſuit a free born aubma n. 
Beſides, our beaus—poor things !—are not Hike Ammon : 
While thus you plead, this . 185 let me . . 
Nature is Lowe's great uni werſal law. 1 
All feel alike what ſome diſguiſe with ar... 
And each wrong'd wife's Roxana in her ant ; 
F none of you cou'd tamely:yield her mam © 
T hen 1515 me Un þ ten} f Jarman, 33 EW 
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Lchemift Lying Lover 
All for — . 
Amphitryoaen Mariamne 


As you Like it 


Funeral 5 
George Barnwell 
Hamlet 


Love's laſt Shift 


Meaſure for ts 


Beaux Stratagem Merchant of Venice 
Beggars Opera Mourning Bride 
Bold Stroke for a Wiſe. Much Ado then: Noting: 
Buſy Body Non-Juror 

Careleſs Huſband Ocdipus | 

Va. = Old Bachelor 

Chaplet Orphan 
Chrononhotonthalogos Othello 

Conſcious Lovers Phadra and Hippolitur 
Committee 9 - Provok'd Wife 
Confederacy -. Refuſal _ 

Conſtant Couple Rehearſal _ 

Country Laſſes * Relapſe 

Cymbeline Revenge 

Damon and Phillids Richard IIT. 
Diſtreſt Mother Rival Queens 

Double Dealer Romeo and fulieet 
Double Gallant Rule a Wife, and Have 3 
Dragon of Wantley Wife 

Every Man in his Humour She would and ſhe would 

Fair Penitent nat 8 5 


Siege of Damaſeus 


Sir Harry Wildair 
State of Innocence 


 Heary IV. 2 Parts Suſpicious Huſbane 
Henry V. Tamerlane 
Henry VI. 3 Parts Tempeſt 
Heny VIII. Tender Huſband 
Jane Shore Theodoſius 
yn Gray Twelfth Night 
ing John Twin Rivals 
King Lear, by Shakſpeare Way of the World 
King Lear, altered by Tate What d'ye call it 
Love for Love Woman's a Riddle 
Love makes a Man _ Wonder, a Woman keeps 
a Secret 


ra ri 2 Love in a Village 5 
Nee Maid | TN + 
Apis '- Love in the City 5 
. Lame Lover 1 
All is the Wrong Lady of the Manot = —— 
& | Barbarofſa _ Law of Lombard 3 
925 Battle of Haſtings Lord of the Manar 
Beggars Opera Minor py 1 
Belles Stratagem Maid of the Mill ; 1 
Bold Stroke for a Huſband Man and Wiſee 44 
Braganza Maid of the Oaks 52 
a Brothers - Matilda | : 
Capriciods Lady Modern Wife 
Carmelite Maid of Bath 
Caractacus Nabob 
. Chapter of Accidents' Natural Son 
Cleone, by Dodfley Orphan of n 
Country Girl Orators 
Capricious Lover Patron 
| Chriſtmas Tale Plain Dealer 
Ss {| Dupe Platonic Wife = 
| D iſſi pation Percy „ >= 
4 Diſtreſſed Wife Royal Merchavi L S 
Douglas Runaway 2 1 tf 
Elfrida | School for Lowe "7 907 ob 8 
Elvira | X Guardians * 
Engliſh Merchant n— a  _. 3 
Falſe Delicacy, Kelly Wives . : 3 
Faſhionable Lover - Summers Tale a4 
Fathers | \. She Stoops. to cas „ 
Fatal Falſhood Sir. Thomas Overbury "OOO 
Follies. of a Day Shepherds of the Alps. | 8 
Good Natur'd Man ”Tis Well i its no Werſe b 35 
IGrecian Daughter Times 5 7 
Generous Impoſtors Way to Keep Him Wy 


Henry II. 
Heroine of the Cavs _ 
3 lous Wife 
now your own Mina 


Widow'd Wife 


Wite of we - - " i is ; N 
Welt Indian „ „ 
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